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“A proper amount of clean, wholesome enteieionen cortributes oe! to the 
happiness of our soldiers in camp and is f 
and military training. * * * * 
an admirable way of financing this worthy enterprise, 
ual citizen an easy opportunity of furnishing means for mumerous good times to his 

ade. NEWTON D. BAKER, Gr 
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The plan of aie Smilenge = ee seems to be 
because it gives to the individ- 





retary of War ‘ 








ass en‘ertainment for the soldier 





in the National Army Cantonments and 
nal Guard Camps, ‘“‘Smileage Books" are 
sale in 17,000 communities throughout 


vw Unite { St: ates 





Thi jue “‘Smileage Book™ plan makes it easy for 
the fa employers and friends back home to supply 
t ir rs with books of tickets to the splendid enter 

ainments that will be given regularly in these camps 

A “Smileage Book" of 20 coupons costs $1.00 

A “Smileage Book” of 100 coupons ts $5.00 

The *“‘Smileage Book’ campaign is under the auspices 
f the Military Entertainment Council, War Commission 
m Training Camp Activities appointed by Secretary of 
War Baker 

The leading lyceum and chautauqua bureaus, many 
theatrical performers and managers, vaudeville interests 
and the actors lub are yperating wholeheartedly 
t ake this great undertaking tremendously successful. 




















This space is contributed by 


JUDGE 
so that every reader of this great magazine 
may have an opportunity to send at least 
one Smileage Book to one of our Soldier boys 








ave made it possible to present attractions of the 

I xcellence at a cost of from five cents to twenty 
five cents admission 

The Liberty Theatres,”’ seating 3000 soldiers, have 
been erected by the War Department in each of the six 
teen cantonments; the Liberty Auditoriums and 

Liberty Tents" in the Southern camps provide ample 
facilities for the entertainments 

All of the accounts will be audited by the War Depart 
ment 

The Military Entertainment Council is not duplicating 
the work of y of the other agencies 

I mission is to dispense smiles and happy laughter, 


to satisfy the craving for wholesome and cheerful enter- 


Nothing too Good for “Our Boys” 


The premier attractions of the Lyceum Bureaus and 
Chautauquas medies, concerts, top-notch vaudeville 
features and minstrel shows will be presented in the camp 
theatres. The old favorites among musical comedies and 

ht peras will be revived Remarkable programs 


f moving pictures including the latest feature films. 


Facts »Anout papeoranvinyete Books: 
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ill be systematically 
! finest 


Routing of the various attractions w 
arranged so as to provide diversified programs 
entertainment at regular intervals 


“Smileage Books’ on Sale Everywhere 
Buy a book of *‘Smileag 


to your soldier — son or sweetheart, 


and send it 


Coupons today 
husband or friend 


Employers are urged to send ‘“‘Smileage Books" to 
their men in the training camps. It’s the least you can 
do for these men who are doing so ch for you. Think 
what these coupons mean to them? .\Smileage Books" 
are gloom-Chasers, fun-makers, la producers, joy 
bringers! ’ 

There is space on the books for 4fmsécription, giving 
the name of the donor and thé mane of the soldier to 
whom it is to be sent. Just consider yourself a mem 
ber of Uncle Sam's Entertainment Committee and 
buy a “Smileage Book" right now 

People buying ‘“‘Smileage Books"’ who have no definite 
friends in camp to whom they may send the books may 
send therm in care of the Commanding General, Head 
quarters, Camp for distribution 
Manufacturers are requested to se nd a‘ Smileage Book ’ 
to each one of their employees now in camp 
Send it to JUDGE 
Every dollar goes for the soldiers! xJUDGE’S 


are given without charge or expense 


Fill out the coupon now 


services 


- SMILERGE- COUPON — 


SMILEAGE COUPON 








rn over to your local Smileace Committee or send 
JUDGE'S Smileage ine 4 fth Ave New Y k ¢ 
| Please place m B how el 
$i Sm ze Bow bs B 
| My Name 
My Addres 
sashes 
Curren Check, P. O. or Express Mone Orde 
| NOTE Orders t Entertain 
ment Coune np A 
| 19th and G ‘ 
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WAMICHIESTER, REPEATING ARMS CO, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


RIFLES, SHOTGUNS AND SMALL ARMS AMMUNITION 


NEw HAVEN, CONN.U.S.A. June 28, 1918. 


To Salesmen and Sales Managers Everywhere:- 


From July 15th to August lst, every Winchester salesman will carry 
Smileage Books with him and during that time is going to sell every possible 
Smileage Book to the people in every community that he visits. 


We owe it to our soldiers, who are giving up so much for all of us, 
to give a tithe of our time, our work and our money to making camp life happier 
and cheerier for then. 


You know how needed Smileage entertainment is to make and maintain 
the marvelous morale of the American soldier. 


The Smileage drive of the Winchester sales organizatioa is a very 
practical way to assist this movement and is a way which can be carried out by 
every salesman and every sales organization in this country. 


If every salesman in this country would give just one day of his time 
to selling Smileage Books, every man in khaki in every camp in this country 
would be taken care of as regards Smileage entertainment. 


We will explain, upon inquiry, to any salesman or sales manager just 
how our Smileage drive is being handled, if he wishes to undertake the sale of 


Smileage Books. 


The best way to be "for" a thing is to go out and work for it, If 
you are "for" Smileage, go out and sell some Smileage Books. 


S-S1 Oo a ' tae 


Ask us or Judge for particulars. 


Yours very truly, 





\ 
ru/W General Sales Manager. 
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RELATIVES WouLpD SOMETIMES VOLUNTEER 


To ASSIST 


The Beneficent Bootjack 


The War Has Resurrected It and Now for the Revival of American Humor 


By Tom P. Morcan 





Illustrations by Witrrep Jones 


HE bootjack of other days was an admirable 
utensil. It not only alleviated certain 
physical conditions, but also served to make 
several hearty laughs grow where none grew 
before. On its utilitarian side it enabled 

manhood to go to bed with its boots off, and in its 
lighter moments it was provocative of practically all the 
humor of that otherwise drab time. 

Those were the days when most of our calisthenics 
consisted of shuddering and dodging. The awful Crime 


whiskers were rampant. The grasshoppers were ex- 
pected to revisit us at any moment, and the Green- 
backers were already here. Women’s bustles and a lit- 
eral hell added to the general depression. The literary 
works of T. S. Arthur were epidemic. The dead com- 
municated with the living by means of messages of 
amazing vacuity. Paper collars rode our necks on 
Sundays and high days. We quaked at the ominous 
revelations of the planchette. There was always some- 
thing to oppress or affright us. Thus it will be under- 


of ’73 was still gnawing at our vitals, and we were shiv- stood that in the prevailing gravity of our existence the 


ering over Mother Shipton’s prophecy. Lots of the 


mirth provoking proclivities of the bootjack were 


locusts wore large ““W’s” on their backs, indicative of doubly welcome. 


something. There was a long drawn comet in the 
heavens about that time, which everybody knew was 
a sinister symptom. The country was going to the dogs 
even more rapidly than it is now. 


The masculine portion of the population then were 
the prey of their boots—of course, preachers, dudes and 
commercial drummers arrayed their feet in flexible calf- 
skins which were tolerably comfortable and squeaked 


Spirit rappings resounded ’most everywhere. Side musically, but the rest of us wore cowhides with our 











a” ~~” 4k exe. — <a~ 





















































ed te 
{ 
| { 
i al 
ise! t 
ert 
Cc 














SUNDAY MORNING IN THI 


OLpD 






































Home Town 


pants tucked into them on « and gave an upward 
week day for Sundavs ] The boot slipped out 
and funerals we slicked uy nd the heavy heel cracked 
our boots the night before | n the shin of his first 
with hot tallow ind next leg Deep thought usually 
da we darug IT ant leg hin oon to put the toe 
down over ’em and went’ under the rung of a chair in 
clon g off to churcl I which some person sat, and 
wherever the re was at, to f the itter was weighty 
learn, bt that we enough and the operator 
were but worms of the dust truggled sufficiently long, 
dad med I er here and ul boot-jack worked to 
everlasting ) ter hereafter ertection 
and served gnt, t lor Eventually there arose a 
not doing what we « t genius who elaborated the 
know how to do mplement by making it 
Before the vention of long enough so that in the 
the bootjack feet were ex- tor obloid orifice 
tracted from boots with nto the boot was 
great difficulty and anguis! thru front end of 
The patient irs eated the jac went over the toe. 
himself, then turned u ne This worked so well that 
foot sideways and wrested illing off boots became a 
with the boot until he opular indoor sport for the 
wrenched his hip out of the imited period thereafter 
socket, or, as occasionally during which boots contin- 
happene 1, actuall pulled ued | vogue. But about 
off the boot Or he went tl ime the Congress 
he PI ir Zz about on one foot gaite ith elastic gussets 
while fighting the boot on the sides, appeared. It 
the other, until he tumbled mattered little that the 
over backwards and upset. elastic soon stretched out 
the stand table and the fam- al ickered like the 
ly equilibriun Relative thorax of an accordion; the 
\ uld ometime I ntec gaiter could be donned and 
assist. The patient seat- tfed without a surgical 
ed himself or clung to a bed eration, and that was TurowinG Boorjacks at 
0 ost and his kinsmer ille ugh to give them at — J - cae . 
at the boot, twisting ar east temporary popularity. ae 
wrenching it in the hope of lue course, came shoes 
nawares and conquering it. Usually th f various sorts, and boots went out, and with them the 
I ccasions the boot bided its time and bootjack 
ner when they wotted not, fetched loose Bu while it lasted its beneficence was twofold. 
he helpful kinsmen int e woodbox | t only extracted mankind from his boots, but 
1 the next morning Wa aimost as wa tne mainstay of the humorist ol that day. 
During the night they had petrified No ther subject was sO provoc ative of mirth 
nkle ink in and their toes turned up- and laughter. Throwing bootjacks at cats was the 
thev had frozen stiff. In either event the greatest button buster on earth. 
be ved by much puiling and hauling, lhe bootjack finally disappeared, except for isolated 
ment of agonized ejaculations, ar imens poked away under the eaves up in the garret, 
ravated instances the low popping of and became almost as much of a curiosity as the great 
esse Sometimes they coul nly be \u a gentleman of the old school. With its disap- 
ict by smashing them with a sledg« earance genuine humor languished. 

But now, owing to the wearing of tight fitting boots 
was a crude affair, c ting of by army officers, the bootjack is coming back into pop- 
e of board, with a V-shaped notch in one © ularit And we welcome it with grateful hearts and 

on the under side to act as a fulcrum. high hopes that with the return of this beneficent 
on the tail of the instrument withone instrument will come a recrudescence of real American 
he heel f the other foot into the forked humor 
i— € A = €- rm ae, 
y © E. cc &,- Gia, sv eS BTR at) 
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Some Superman 
WO old darkies were arguing about the greatness of 
President Wilson, when one said to the other: “How 
do you know so much about what President Wilson 


can do?” 

“How do I know?” said the other. ‘‘Ain’t he done set 
time back one hour, and ain’t he took all the railroads away 
from the white men and give ’em to his son-in-law?” 


Superfluous Energy 
“ Will you take much of a vacation this summer?”’ 
“T really can’t say just how long my wife intends to be 
away from home.”’ 


A Rational Reason 
“T notice you didn’t dance with Miss Kuppler Hundred- 
waite. Do you fear her attraction?” 
“Not her attraction, her momentum.” 


The Coming Justice 
Dubbins—At the front men who fail to properly execute 


orders are shot. 
Dobbins—Think of what will happen when some of our 


waiters get t here 





His Flag Was Up 


HEN the boys assembled for their game of ball, Bobby 
the pitcher was missing. Jimmy was sent to investigate 


“Ts Bobby at home?” asked Jimmy of the sister 


who answered his knock. ‘Course he is,’’ she answered, 


‘don’t you see his shirt on the line?” 


Safe 
The Slicker—Calling on the Smith girl? 
The Slacker—Y es, their dog has enlisted. 


An Exaggerated Dimension 
Reporter—Did you notice any signs of starvation in Germany? 
Returned Spy—Well, the dachshunds looked longer. 


Nature’s Garment 
\t the present price of woolens it is better to get a coat of 


tan in a war garden! 


Its Utility 
Woodman, spare that tree! 
We'll need it by-and-by. 
*Twill be of use when we 
String up a German spy. 
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Drawn by C. F. Peters 
American Aviator—By gum, Joe! I’m getting so many invitat 





ns 


to raiding parties I’m going to hire a social secretary. 
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Hints for Kickers 
By Kennetu L. Rosperts 
HE more pessimistically 

inclined declare that 

woolen suits will eost 
from two to five times as much 
next year as at present. Any- 
body who really believes this, 
and whois losing sleep worrying 
over the outlook, can obtain 
a number of very fair woolen 
suits for nothing by enlisting. 

Many confirmed smokers 

are finding it impossible to ob- 
tain the brands of cigarettes 
and smoking tobaccos to which 
they have been accustomed. 
Those who feel that their oe 


health will be endangered by “Yes. He enlisted to ¢ 


this deprivation can, if garbed 

in a United States Army uniform, purchase all the old 
stand-bys in the line of tobaccos and cigarettes at all 
army canteens and Y. M. C. A. huts. 

Those whose motor-boating has been spoiled by the 
government’s refusal to sell fuel-oil to private owners 
can get their usual amount of salt-water travel by join- 
ing the United States Navy. 


In the Same Boat 
“"T“HESE masked ball romances make me sick,” groaned 
the fat man “TI thought I was marrying a popular 
society girl, and afterwards 
I discovered that she was 
only a cook.” 

** Me too,” weakly agreed the 
shriveled dyspeptic. “I thought 
I was marrying a good cook, 
and she turned out to be only 
a popular society girl.’’ 


Timely Proverbs 

A ship a day keeps the Hun 
away 

An airplane in time saves 
nine 

Experience is a dear school, 
but pacifists will learn in no 
other 

A friend with the feed is a 
friend indeed. 

Pro-Germans turn while 
yet you may, 

No Kaiser’s rule will last 
for aye. 


Dwelling Together in Unity 

“How are you getting along 
with your new neighbor on the 
west?” 

“ Finer than frog’s hair!” re- 
plied Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. ‘“‘Wehain’t took Drawn by J. R. Suaver 
a shot at each other more 
than about twice in the whole 








An Awrut Suock To MoTHER 
. : . Tough Kid—Heilo! Carrots. 
six weeks he’s been yur.” Mother’s Boy—Hello! Spider 





The Great Menace 
By T. F. Mitrcueut 

EW Americans are alive 

to the fact that we are 

menaced by an army 
greater than that which is 
menacing Europe at present. 
All over the country it is 
springing up, in the fields, in 
the cities, at the seashore. Its 
members require no training, 
they are perfect in their art 
from birth. They have no flag 
and no leader. They are en- 
cumbered with no baggage 
trains and have no lines of 
communication to keep open. 
Mrs. Bird?” Being ignorant of death, they do 
za not fear it and the most fright- 
ful slaughter does not dismay 
them. With lightning rapidity, they move from place 
to place, so that they seem to be everywhere. There 
are no slackers in this army. Each member is firmly 
alive to the necessity of doing his bit. Like the leaves of 
the trees, of the stars of the milky way, they are innu- 
merable. Swiftly, silently they have arrived at our 
very gates. The mosquitos are here. 


The Progress of Democracy 

[* one of the western states, an old darky who had not 

read in advance of the recent eclipse of the sun, came out 
of a dark cellar just as the 
eclipse reached its totality. 
Peering into the darkness in 
amazement, he inquired: 

““Land sakes! What kind 
ob a daylight savin’ bill has 
dat Congress passed now?” 


His Reason 
Rastus—So’s yo gwine to 
jine de army. Why don’t yo 
jine de navy instead? 
Sambo—Niggah, Ah can run 
fastah dan Ah can swim. 


No Amateurs Need Apply 
Somme—Hello! What are 

you doing these days? 
Moore—Oh, just keeping 





solvent. 
Somme—Keeping solvent? 
Moore—Sure. That’s a 


business in itself these days! 


A Famous General Dying! 

General Laziness is reported 
to be dying in this country, as 
a result of the war. 


True, Anyhow 
There’s little poetry in this, 
But much truth, you will own: 
The hand that pulls the trigger is 
The hand that rocks the throne. 
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Strincinc Him 


tell them you’re making such wonderful progress 


& 
en ( ; 
\Wordon nl 
Dra , GoRDON GRANT 
S t Fil See e, son, when 1 write home tonight you 
the geant s 1 have the makings of a grand | piano tuner. 
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That Big Black Rooster 


By H. W. Davis 


P ¢g \T big black rooster is a pro-German. To the 
ax with him! Some of the myrmidons of the 
Food Administration charge that during the 
summer season, when hot is the sun, the chief business 
of Mr. High Cockalorum is the ruination of perfectly 
good fe vod. 

When Cock-a-doodle-doo is 
tucked away in a hot pot-pie ora 
cold cold-storage warehouse, all 
is lovely. The eggs that come 
into this world of ours are in- 
fertile and loath to de- 
cay. The fertile egg, 
the wise ones say, the 
egg for which Mr. 
Rooster is beyond a 
doubt responsible, is 
the one that sends us 
pell-mell for the smell- 
ing salts and the am- 
monia bottle. Thus 
is the traitor exposed. 

We cannot possi- 
bly consider ourselves ws : 
efficient food conser- 
vationists as long as 
we tolerate the rooster 
that wandereth where 







Drawn by Ray Westover 


ILLUMINATION 


The New Arrival in France Trying Some of His French—Gass-on! 
W aiter—No, sir, only the electric light. 


he listeth. His usefulness is ended when the incubator 
is full and a-heating. That instant he becomes a 
traitor to the cause of world-wide democracy. 

So we must send him packing. Not until next 
spring should even our poets rejoice in his clarion call as 
it echoes and reechoes 
over the rolling coun- 
tryside. Not until 
then should he pre- 
sume to strut before us 
with lordly air and be- 
speak our admiration. 

Let us patriotically 
pen him up, cut off his 
head, or turn him over 
to the poultry man. 
The little red hen, the 


\ j experts assure us, will 
_ care not a jot. With 
fine American fervor 





she will go on with the 
daily achievement of 
her original purpose, 
wes bless her heart. 

’Raus mit the big 
black rooster! 

Hail, all hail, the 
little red hen! 


Gass yn! 
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DepDIcATION oF THE New Town-Pump anpb 









































WaATERING-T ROUGH AT YApPpP’s CROSSING 























CaLverRT SMITH 


Hints 


Pay well and promptly w 


PERISCOPES 
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AND PERSIMMONS 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


HE Pacifist is the sleeping sentinel of the great 


T 


War. 
Napoleon to William: -Nothing fails like 

success in Russia. 
Cheer up!—there is a bright side to every 


pleasure. 

Don’t slop-over too much — Tootsie’s teething- 
ring is no good in the trenches. 

It’s a great life if you know 
how and when to weaken. 

Some minds open like 
fan, and some think along the 
stick. 

The gods buried in the 
trenches between the stars are 
merely sniping at the human 
race. 

It is a pity that we cannot 


a 


warn the Martians of the 
plans of the Pan-Germanic 
League. Drawn by Water Van AspALe 


Not when will the war end, 
but how will it end? is the only 
question for an enemy of the 
Beast. 

“Some day I 





am going 





ily, the hell 


to—” is the careless papa of ; ths hoy 
: ; ‘ ceased, and from somewhere in 
that melancholy kid, It guard : 
. F 7 Chorus—Y es es Go on 
might have been! Officer—We heard a guard t 





Horrors 
place in 





awl, 


To-day, it’s a wise invention that knows its own 
father. 

“Self-determination”’ of nations in Germany means 
that the Kaiser is to be the Self end of the compound 
word. 

Germany not only wants “a place in the sun,” but 
she wants to browse around under the Midnight Sun 
as well. 


Our lives are the fifth car- 
bon copy of our hopes. 

Some women are. born 
slaves, others achieve slavery, 
and nearly all have the ballot 
thrust upon them. 

If the Spirit of Liberty ever 


descends on Germans it will 
have a regular barbed wire 
time. 

A German “peace drive” 


reminds one of a gambler who 
hurries to cash in before the 
police break in. 
Introducing Colonel House, 
weat who will give a split-second 
id talk. 


The trouble with the Rus- 










foul air of the passaget rt 
h din was silenced, the struggling $< . : ; B ; , 
Se ee eee sian revolution is that it was 


started, literally, on a New 
York shoestring. 


Battery Place, all 











—— - . i Pa There was a prayer in McNutt’s tone. 
t . - #i ““\Nlebbe. Where do you live?” 
| Grunted the other, 
Reaching for the hard water. 
And when the ice had been 
Deposited in his refrigerator, 
McNutt paid the ice-man 
His crinkly, little, green dollar. 
“It was your ice anyhow,” 
’xplained he of the wistaria complexion, 
\s he pocketed the bill. 
**You ordered a dime’s worth 
This morning, you know, 
An’ I was just bringin’ it in to you.” 


Self-Sacrificing 

THE family of three were discussing ways and 

means of saving war money, and doing their 
bit toward food conservation. One thing and then 
another was mentioned which could be cut out, to 
all of which little Margaret was paying strict heed 
while busy with her scissors cutting out paper dolls 
from magazines. The mother said to the father, 
“You can cut out cigars, can’t you?” “Well, er 
yes ’—turning to Margaret, “‘ what will you cut out, 
little daughter?”” The answer came quick, “ Paper 


dolls.” 








The Submerged Fifth 


Some me D es How did you like your slumming trip?” 
4 I didn’t mind it You see I’m used to walking 
A Su mmer Id y | on Fifth Avenue 
By Harvey Peak The Big Job 
T seemed to be iceless day, Vercy—lI hear our only plumber has gone to the front. 
] Although Mr. Hoover hadn’t said so. Percy—Deah me. What on earth shall we do in case 
: The thermometer was there is a leak in the pipes? 
Considerably over the hundred mark, Vercy— But don’t ycu know how to turn the water off? 
And the refrigerator at the Percy— Oh, I suppose so; but fawncy having to do it! 


ly ory Nic Nutt homestead 
‘ Was fast becoming a fireless cooker. 
If ice was not forthcoming soon 
It would contain 
One baked chicken, 
One dozen hard-boiled eggs, 
; And two quarts of stewed berries. 
Mr. McNutt had telephoned 
To Six places for ice, 
But none was to be had. 
Just before noon he started out 
To find this necessity 
1 Or perish in the attempt. 
When he reached the corner 
He met an ice-man. 
There was one block of ice 
In his wagon. 
“ll give you a quarter for that,” 
Called McNutt. 
“Can't do it, boss, it’s sold,”’ 
Responded the purple-faced ice-man. 
“Tl make it fifty cents,” 
Continued he 
Of the iceless and fireless furniture. 
‘Nothin’ doin’.””. This from the 
purveyor 
Of the cold stuff. Drawn by Ropney THomson 
’ “Will a dollar interest you?” Draft Officer (to Binks, who claims weak eyesight)—Here! Can you read this? 


























How to Talk to a 
' Trafic Cop 


By H. |. Saumway 


NE of the most 
dificult arts, yes 
perhaps the hard- 
est of all to master, is 
that of beginning, carry- 
ing on and terminating ¢ 
successful conversation 
with a traffic cop. While 
many attain fame in 
the other arts, such as 
painting, literature and 
music, few, oh very few, 
can claim any marked 
ability in this new art. 
It is presupposed that 
vou are in an automobile 





and wish to go to some 





place or stop in some 


He will not give any 
answering smile. He is 
cold. ‘The nearest he 
ever comes to being a 
human being is when 
he says, “Well, keep 
your eyes open, that’s 
all.” 

Then he tu rns, 
ashamed of showing this 
weakness and takes up 
his place. He is evident- 
ly thinking bitterly that 
he has stepped down 
from his Jovelike height 
and that if he was the 
cop he ought to be, 
he would have arrested 
you. And you beat it 
away from there 
before he changes his 
mind. 

The hick cop is differ- 








place. It is not necessary Drawn by BaRKspALE RocGeErs 
that it be in a large city. ; 
the hardest to please. 
Your position is behind the wheel, at best an un- 
graceful attitude, and the man in blue is on his feet 
looking down at you both ways. 

There is a street at right angles to the one you are 
on that looks attractive to you. You don’t know just 
what is down there, but some magnet pulls your wheels 
around that way. You make a commendable turn, arm 
outstretched like a scarecrow, horn tooting and con- 
gratulating yourself on a fine bit of maneuvering. 

But it has not pleased his majesty of the frown. 
He stops you. 

“What's matter with you?” he hisses. “‘Can’t you 
see ’at sign?” 

There is an old battered sign on the corner you 
perceive. The letters are worn away with 
many rains and suns. It looks like a relic. 
Can it be a beacon pointing out that 
Lafayette once slept in a house that stood 
on that very spot years ago? Can it be 
that the ever-stopping George once stopped 
there to tighten the surcingle on his horse? 
It is undoubtedly an old sign and must be 
of historic interest. But why should the 
traffic officer want you to read it? Maybe 
he is an historical nut and it may be best 
to humor him. 

“Yes, I see it. What’s it say?” you 
address him. 

“You read, don’t you? That’s a one 
way street and you are going the wrong 
way. Where do you come from?” 

You name a distant town and add that 
you are a stranger. You can see by his 
eye that he doesn’t believe you. Then 
you turn on an affable flow of conversa- 
tion, if your brain is hitting on all four or 
six or twelve, smiling at him like Douglas 
Fairbanks and all that sort of thing. But 
don’t be surprised if you cannot thaw him. 





: “Does your new car give you any trouble?” 
In fact, the hick cops are ‘Rian « tie? Die coadienrs teak 


Drawn by R. 
Wife—Oh, Fred, isn’t it a relief to get out where one can see the green 
trees and hear the birds sing! 


ent. The smile had bet- 
ter be wiped off while 
you are speaking with 
him. Respect is what 
he wants, large portions of respect for him and the 
great office he represents. Once let him think that 
you think he is more than two degrees below the 
President of the United States in importance, and it is 
all off. You will “go with him, by gum,” and that is 
all there is to it. 


it away from me a week ago! 


Ready for the Offensive 
“Our new neighbor next door is, I understand, a singer 
in a comic opera company.” 
“Well, what are we going to do about it?” 
“I got Bobbie a bass drum, have ordered two roosters, 
a pet cat and a tin phonograph, and I’m having a siren 
horn put on the flivver.” 
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THEY ARE SCHEDULED FOR More ConsiIDERATION THan A Diamonp TIARA 


Rookie Realisms 


By Private Cuester W. SHAFER, Ambulance 339, 310th Sanitary Train 


FTER 


scribed bugling 


quite a substantia] number of army duties that were 
not pictured on the billboard in front of the re 
One that he will soon 
dishonorable or 


cruiting station, he makes two wishes. 
be equipped with a discharge 
intermediate, but binding—and an- 
other that he will not be elected to 
stable duty. 

As far as he is personally con 
cerned, the Government Printing 
Office has run out of forms for dis 
charge papers and the top sergeant 
makes out his duty rosters as relent 
lessly as if he were conducting a col 
lection agency. He scarcely finishes 
a general outline of his desires to his 
buddy before he finds himself littered 
from head to foot with O. Denim 
asking the stable sergeant about the 
ambulance service to the base hospital 

Stable duty consists, in the main, 
of caring for a bevy of mules, ranging 
in number from thirty-eight to fifty 
These must be curried, groomed, 
wiped, cleaned, purged, laved 
nopped, swept, dusted, pampered, 
fed and watered twice every day 
They are scheduled for more con- 
sideration than a diamond tiara. 
In the army a value is attached to a 
mule that woud be prohibitory out- 
side because of the laws of propriety. 
As an illustration of this conception, 
which illustration delineates the char 
acter of the stable man’s work, the 
experience of a recruit on a four-day 
hike is dragged out. 

After driving a team of mules 
hitched to a commissary wagon 
through a cold, raw day, he un 
hitched the animals, rubbed them 
down carefully and emphatically, 
tethered them in a warm stall, gave 
them food and water, bedded them 


a national army soldier amalgamates himself 
with a strawtick every night for a week, under pre 
regulations, 
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THESE MUST BE CURRIED, GROOMED, WIPED, CLEANED, 
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PURGED, LAVED, MOPPED, SWEPT, DUSTED, 


PERED, FED AND WATERED TWICE EVERY D 


PAM- 
AY 


down with sweet straw for the night, and then went out to find 
that his company mess was exhausted and that he was down to 
sleep in his overcoat on the ground alongside a guard fire. 
His explanation of this incident was that mules cost regular 
money, while men either enlist in the army or are drafted. He 
may have been a bit bitter in this, but even when his explana- 
tion is divided by two and the fractions are eliminated by can- 


cellation it conveys a good idea. 

Stable duty proves conclusively 
that there are as many chances to 
use a casualty list over here as over 
there. It also demonstrates that 
Sherman, in what he said about war, 
was putting out the alluring side. 
In the stables a man takes his life 
in his hands every morning, and has 
plenty of chance to inspect it during 
the day. The simple operation of 
passing between two lines of stalls 
crowded with mules should warrant 
a citation for bravery. In the stables 
a soldier works feverishly. An im- 
pulsive mule works this way also. 
Between the two they have much 
that interests both, and before a full 
week passes the soldier finds himself 
hoping against heavy odds that the 
new national army homes for the 
wounded and unfit will be well 
ventilated. 

Anyone who knows mules, or has 
read some of their history, will do well 
to sympathize with those who are 
inflicted with stable duty. Partic 
ularly the young man whose father 
operates a bank and four motor cars 
back home and the former clerk in a 
haberdashery store whose prime 
motive in joining the army was to 
get into a uniform and return home 
on indefinite leave. Mules do not 
coincide with them. But, even at 
that, they grow accustomed. When 
they have served long enough to neu- 
tralize the odor of the mess room on 
the day for hamburger and onions, 








they get along fairly well. And by 
the end of a week they feel certain x 
that they have completed the first 
course in the study of becoming hard- 
boiled. 

The most strategical way to han- 
dle a mule is with a pitchfork. At 
that the soldier is constantly in a 
position to tear a jagged hole in the | 
roof. There is only one analysis } 
that puts stable duty in a pleasant | 
light. It looks good when the private | 
is home on pass and his girl says she \ 
is mighty glad that he is doing his 
part in making the world safe for 
democracy. Then he is proud de 
spite the realization that the task 
could have been more effectively «ar 
ried out had it been left entirely up 
to the mules. 





Thermometers 
By Roy K. Mov ton 
HERMOMETERS have caused 
more suffering and unhappiness 
in hot weather than the heat itself. 

Not one man in five goes and rubbers at a thermometer 
every twenty minutes and believes in it, but it has its psycho- 
logical effect upon him just the same. 

He will look at the thermometer and then he will turn away 
disgusted and mutter: “I know it is a blamed sight hotter 
than that.” a 

“Tt is 98,” says the thermometer. 

Says the man: “It is 115 and I know it.” 


Woman is not happy, 
and every per 


Man is not 


happy unt 


Noise: 
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REVERSE ENGLISH ON A CHINESE PROVERB 
intil she pleases everything 


old her. 


on that bel 


by Walt 


< But a few moments afterward he 
is back staring at the thermometer 

An interesting experiment in 
thermometers may be had in a 
drug-store where there are 40 or so 
of them arranged on a board for 
advertising purposes; thermometers 
that are for sale. 

Says the druggist: “ These ther- 
mometers are the best money can 
buy. They are absolutely cor- 
rect.” ; 

You look at the board more 
closely and you will find that the 
first thermometer registers 86, and 
the next one 93, the next one 8o. 
Possibly the fourth registers 78 and 
there may be two or three in the 
bunch that will register above the 
hundred mark. It is a safe bet that 
no two of them will register quite the 
same. You naturally buy the ther- 
mometer that registers lowest. If 
you are going to order your life by 
he pleases hims« a thermometer all summer, you 

want one that will keep you as cool 
as possible. You don’t expect to believe in it very much when 
you buy it, but a thermometer kas come to be a necessity in 
the home like a jar of goldfish or a patent mop wringer that 
won’t work. 

One of the best things to do with a thermometer in hot 
weather is to hit it in the face with a brick, not peevishly, but 
firmly, or else hang it down in the well or in the cellar where it 
will keep nice and cool. Or hang it in the ice box and go and 
look at it once in a while 


Mason 


“Uncle” Walt’s Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


DO not line up with the boys who make a loud and con- 
stant noise, and so, as through this world I pass, I do not 
seem to put up grass. I buy myself some bonds and 
stamps, to help our boys in foreign camps, and I 

have pawned my old bay hoss, that I with cash might 
come across. It isn’t much that I can 


cut no swath; I’m always gurgling in the broth. Once, 
urged by wife and aunt and niece, I ran for justice of the 
peace. My friends and neighbors all blew in, and said I surely 
ought to win, I ought to get there with both feet, for I was 
truly good as wheat. 

Alas, I couldn’t go around, and boost 





do; I have no big fat roll in view, but [0 


while my coin will help our lads, | 
gladly bring along the scads. 

But in one thing I always fail: 
before the courthouse or the jail, I 
ought to stand and cuss the Hun, and 
tell of big things I have done. Instead 
of that I go my way, and not a word 
have I to say; and while my humble 
path I keep, the noisy boys all glory 
reap. They are the patriots, you bet! 
Their tireless lungs are dripping sweat | 

that’s what they have such organs | 
for; they feel that words will win the | 
war. 

In times of peace it was the same; 

I always lost in every game, because 
one thing I couldn’t do—I couldn’ i 


Now, when it PTAA SALLIE FG TLL 





myself and paw the ground, and bind 
the voters with a spell; I never could 
do such things well. I said, ‘‘The 
voters doubtless know that I’m as good 
as people grow; they know how earn 
estly I work, that I’m an elder in the 
kirk, they know I pay my bills at sight, 
and never paint the town by night. 
And, knowing this, for me _ they'll 
vote, and get the loathsome foeman’s 
goat.” 

But Jinks, the other candidate, was 
talking early, talking late. He button- 
holed the sons of men, and talked 
their whiskers off again. And Jinks 
won out in many styles; he had me 
distanced forty miles. And Jinks, the 
victor, was a gent in whom no virtues 
fine were blent, but he possessed the 





blow my own bazoo. 
comes to sterling worth, I am a credit 
to this earth. Yes, blushing, I can 
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through the town. Because I’m shy I 


_ Unis u . Ca “He ButronnoLep THE Sons or Men, 
write it down, but can’t proclaim it AND TALKED THe1R WHISKERS 
Orr Acarn.” is evermore an also ran. 


gift of tongues, and he had forty-horse- 
power lungs. 
In this bleak world the modest man 
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civilization’s Yorktown, the Appomattox of the world: 
“We jess natchally kaint lose!” 


AVID B. HILL when a young lawyer was 
assigned to defend a negro under indictment NIAGARA AND VEsUVIUS 
for having used his razor on his rival—not 


wisely, but too well. He advised a plea of HEN Booth Tarkington was over in Naples he 
guilty in the second degree. His client de- witnessed an eruption of Vesuvius. ‘You 


murred. ‘‘No, boss,’’ said he, “ 


I druther be hung ef 


haven't anything like that in America, have 


I done got t’ stay ’n jail all mah life. “Sides, boss, we you?” asked an Italian friend. “No,” replied Mr. 
jess natchally kaint lose!” Tarkington, “‘we haven’t—but we've ‘got a Niagara 
In those days the State did not defend accused mur-__ Falls that would put the whole thing out in five min- 
derers out of the public purse, so Gov. Hill went ahead utes!” 
at his own expense and built up a case. To his great When the Hun Vesuvius burst into action, we had 
surprise the jury brought in a verdict of not guilty. a Niagara—a limitless reservoir of undeveloped poten- 
Whereupon the dusky defendant in open court, before tial energy, but we didn’t realize that the eruption 
judge, jury and spectators, exclaimed: meant anything to us. 
“Boss, yo’ say dey gwine hang me—but I tole yo’ \ majority of us didn’t, anyhow. We had a vast 
we jess natchally kaint lose!” practical sympathy for the wretched victims of it, but 
In after years when David B. Hill became a great’ we didn’t think that that lava if unchecked would sub- 
political leader he used often to hearten his lieutenants merge the world, and particularly we didn’t think it 
with that quaint phrase: “Boys, we jess natchally would submerge our own corner of the world. 
kaint lose!” When it dawned on us that if England and France 
If Kaiser Bill had ever heard that story, if he had were to be Pompeii we were to be Herculaneum, we 
known and understood the history of America, maybe got busy with our Niagara, and today if it isn’t at 


he would not have worked so per- 
sistently to involve us in this war. 

Of course, there is this differ- 
ence between Senator Hill’s darky 
and the American people, that he 
may have sought the quarrel 
whereas we have always sought to 
avoid one. But the issue once 
joined the cases become identical. 

“We jess natchally kaint lose!” 
That is the embattled farmers at 
Lexington and Concord. That is 
Paul Jones with his ship sinking 
under him—* We have just begun 
to fight.”’ 

That is Washington at Valley 
Forge, that is Grant, fighting it 
out on this line if it takes all sum- 
mer. That is Saratoga and Gettys- 
burg—that is Old Hickory at New 
Orleans and Perry on Lake Erie. 

That is the spirit that brought 
3urgoyne a captive to Albany, 
which he had reason to expect to 
enter as a conqueror. That is the 
spirit which forced Lord North to 
exclaim to old King George: “My 
God, it is all over!” 

And that is the spirit which 
will overwhelm the Hun with 


floodtide it is rising rapidly and 
f steadily. 
It won't 


““ 


put the whole thing 





out in five minutes,” but it will do 
is the job within a measurable time. 
' When the flood subsides there 
| j won't be any Vesuvius, but Niagara 
_ =. will be there. 
3 When that day dawns, we 
y ut won't keep our Niagara at flood 
tA — Ape tide, but we'll never again let it die 
lj ad ARN down to a pastoral pool for bull 
bs \ frogs to croak in against sane 
* \ 
v2 vay preparedness. 
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4 4, . 
| aR SIXES AND SEVENS 
} 
i a 4 
> 


BS War conditions will leave no 
LZ wool at all for civilians this year 
and mighty little for the politicians 
to pull over the voters’ eyes. 

* * * 

Republican and Democrat must 

clasp hands to win this war—and 
you aren’t supposed to count your 
fingers afterward either. 

* * 
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Looxinc Turoucu Time’s Giass _ The loyal taxpayer nowadays 
Willie—Himmel, but that thing looks further Wishes he was a rumor. Rumors 
away every day. gain currency. 
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avez eu une fameuse idee @ 
Ve lé iné de dé larer que les 
ns hauts étaient tres dangereux.” 
“Votre femme y a renonce?” 
“ Pas du tout! mais elle ne fait plus un pa 
ans prendre un taxi!” 
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“That was a great idea of yours to state at 
the Academy of Medicine that high heels are 
a menace to health.” 

“And has your wife given them up?” 

“No; she’s given up walking and uses 
taxicabs instead.”—Le Péle-Méle (Par 
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A Long Wait—The self-made man 
stalked into the office of a great financier 
with whom he had an appointment. 

“You probably don’t remember me,” 
he began, “but twenty years ago, when 
I was a poor messenger boy, you gave 


me a message to carry—-— 


“Yes, yes!” cried the financier. 
“Where’s the answer?”—New York 
Globe. 


Building an Alibi—Brown—Listen! 
I want you to try and smooth over a little 
matrimonial difficulty that I have had 
with my wife! 

Jones—Always at your service, old 
top. Just what do you wish me to do? 

Brown—Why, I want you to swear 
that you were playing golf with me all 
yesterday afternoon—it was then that I 
choked her to death!—Town Topics. 
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No Fairy Tale ~- Now it came to pass 
in the latter days that William the 
Butcher made war upon civilization. 
Then Woodrow, ruler of Columbia, called 
his exchequer, named Congress, and said 
unto him: ‘Behold, war is here. See 
to it that I have the sinews. Make 
sequins as plentiful as the sands of the 
sea.’ Then Congress looked abroad 
upon the land and saw a beautiful grove 
of palms, and the owner was called In- 
dustry. Then Congress said: “Here 
is where I get the sequins,” and he laid 
upon Industry a tax equal to almost 
half the product of the grove. Then 
Industry bowed his face to the ground 
and said: “Allah be with thee. If 
Columbia needs it, take all. Yet per- 
adventure the need may be supplied 
without my ruin. As the fruit ripens I 
will take it to the market and offer it to 
those who buy. Do thou be there and 
exact a moity from each purchaser, 
which none will feel, and the aggregate 
will be more than is demanded of me.”’ 

But Congress said: “Not so. There 
is a quicker way.”’ 

Then he hewed down all the trees, and 
plucked therefrom so many of the dates 
as he thought were necessary, and more 
for good measure. Then said the wise 
man of the village, called Economist: 
“How long, think ye, this war will last?” 
“T know not,” answered Congress, “but 


peradventure it may take years.” “And 
will you come for more sequins?” “Yea, 
twice every year,” replied Congress. 


“Thou has cut down the trees,” answered 
Economist, “how then canst gather 
more fruit?” 

“Besmillah take me,” yelled Congress, 
“T never thought of that.”—Weall Street 
Journal. 


Unessential—“The government 
ought to get after those peace pre- 
dictors and tax them.” “Under what 
head?” “Excess prophets.””—Cleveland 
Leader. 
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I sent word, Giles, that the 
drinking-water isn’t very pure just now. I 
hope you are taking precautions. 


The squire 


Giles—Yes, zur—oh, yes, zur; the old 
wumman, she biles it, and then she filters it, 
as you said we must 

The squire—Excellent! 

Giles—Y es, zur—and then we drinks beer! 

Passing Show (London). 
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’Sno-use—The man who tries to keep 
a stiff upper lip feels resolution failing 
when he meets a kissable girl.—Roller 
Monthly. 


Doing Their Bit—Dick—What are 
you laughing at? 

Mary—Your whiskers. 

Dick—Is there anything humorous in 
their appearance? 

Mary—No; but somehow they tickle 
me.—T7it-Bits (London). 


A Strategist.—*‘ Oh, Jack, what shall 
I do?” 

“ Why, what’s up?” 

“ Miss Tellem saw you kiss me.” 

“Never mind, dear. I'll fix Miss 
Tellem.” 

“Oh, how can you?” 

“T’ll kiss her and let you see us.” — 
Boston Transcript. 
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Those Camp Performances 
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The Producer—Now, this is the turnin’ point of the scene. ’Avin’ worked yerself up to a 
wey you throw yer arms ‘round ‘im, and in a voice with a sob in it yer say, “* Mabel, me dar- 
in’! And then yer kiss ’im three times. Of course ’e’ll ’ave girl’s clothes on, so it won’t be 

so bad if yer shut yer eyes.— Punch (London 
i A Sure Cure—Sufferer—I have a ter- 
W I V E S i rible toothache, and want something to 

§ cure it. 





Extraordinary—* Smith was extraor 
dinarily attentive to the lady he took in 
to dinner.” 

“That was his wife.” 

“T still maintain his attention was ex 
traordinary.”—Baltimore American. 

How She Got It—"‘ Hello, Tims!” 
said Jones. “I saw your wife this 
morning. By Jove! that new coat of 
hers must have cost a pot of money 
You're doing specially well at present?” 

“No, not exactly,” replied Tims, mood 
ily. “Fact is, she got it by accident.” 

“By accident!” exclaimed Jones. 
“ How was that?” 

“Well, it was this way. I got home 
rather late the other night. The hail was 
very dark, but I could just distinguish a 
figure standing by the chair. I slipped 
up to her, put my arm around her 
waist, and whispered, ‘Mary, give me 
a kiss.’ ” 

“But—but,” stammered Jones, “I 
thought your wife’s name was Kate?” 

“Tt is,’ murmured Tims; “that’s how 
she got the coat.””—London Tit-Bits. 


Deep Thought—V ife (at the play)— 
Is it possible, John Henry, that such 
amateurish acting has moved you to 
tears?’ 

Husband—You wrong me, woman! I 
was thinking of the four dollars the seats 
cost me.—Buffalo Express. 


Friend—Now, you don’t need any 
medicine. I had toothache yesterday, 
and I went home, and my loving wife 
kissed me and so consoled me that the 
pain soon passed away. Why don’t you 
try the same? 

Sufferer—I think I will. Is your wife 
at home now?—Le Rire, (Paris). 


Her Worth—‘‘And so you are the 
noble fellow who rescued my wife at the 
risk of your life?” said Mr. Tightfist. 
‘Take this quarter, my brave fellow, as 
an expression of my thankfulness.” 

The Hero—“ All right, guv’nor, thank 
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“Aqui no hi ha més ‘Bonnet Rouge’ que 
aquest, senyor Casc!”’ 

“This, Mr. Pickelhaube (German helmet) 
is the only (Liberty) cap to your climax that 
you have to deal with!”—Campana de 
Gracia (Barcelona). 


ye,” and then he added, softly: “You 
know better’n I do what your old girl’s 
worth.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Her Purpose—*‘Can’t you and your 
husband dwell together in unity?” in- 
quired the police judge. 

“Listen, judge!” exclaimed Aunt 
Hanner; “I brung dis no-’count man 
befo’ you to talk business, not religion.” 

‘Dallas News. 
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As of Yore—*The cavaliers used to 
drink a toast to some court beauty and 
then smash the glass so that it could 
never be used again.” 

“We get the same results with the 
sanitary paper cup.’’—Lounisville Courier- 
Journal. 


Los Angeles’ Latest Role—Latest 
news in the moving-picture world is to 
the effect that camera squadrons are 
busy taking war-pictures on the Flanders 
and Picardy fronts in the outskirts of 
Los Angeles.—Rochester Post-Express. 
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Husky Enough—Inan Arkansas River 
town built largely on reclaimed land most 
of the houses had to be built on pillars 
four or five feet above ground. One 
resident, with a longer head than his 
neighbors, inclosed the space under his 
house with pickets and in the pen thus 
made kept his drove of scrawny hogs. 

“Do you think it is sanitary—health- 
ful—to keep your hogs under the house 
like that?’’ he was asked. 

“Aw, I don’t know, stranger. I 
reckon so,” replied the native and 
hitched up his overalls. 

“ Never notice any bad effects from it?” 

“W’y, no,” he drawled. “I been a- 
keepin’ my hawgs there for 14 years, 
an’ never lost a hawg.’’—Harper’s Mag- 
azine, 


Missed Something—‘ After waiting 
two hours to see the doctor, he devoted 
only five minutes to me.” 

“Well, did you expect him to hand you 
a cigar and tell you several funny stories? 
He’s a busy man.” 

“No, but I think he might have let 
me have the satisfaction of telling him 
all my symptoms, instead of diagnosing 
my trouble at a glance.’”—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 
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Wild and Woolly—tThe city editor of 
one of the largest western news organ- 
izations in giving instructions to a “cub” 
reporter said: 

“Young man, what would you do if 
you ran a story that the mayor of the 
town had been shot, and then had the 
story denied? ” 

“Do?” replied the “cub” reporter. 77 
would immediately print a correction.” 

“Correct nothing,” replied the editor. 
“In a case like that go buy a gun and 
shoot him.”—Wal Street Journal. 


His Ruling Passion—The _ world- 
famous editor was dying, but when the 
doctor bent over, placed his ear on his 
breast, and said: ‘Poor man! circula- 
tion almost gone!”’ the dying editor sat 
up and shouted: “ You're a liar; we have 
the largest circulation in the country!” 
Then he got out of bed and wrote an 
article on the malice of unsuccessful 
rivals.—London Tit-Bits. 
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Will Be Fed Up with Fight—The 
American soldiers are the best-fed fight- 
ing men in the world, according to the 
War Department’s diet expert. But 
before the war is over the German soldiers 
are going to be the best fed-up fighting 
men in the world.— Syracuse Herald. 


A Hit Worth While—The Kaiser 
sits in stately hall, a map before his 
eyes; O would an allied bomb might fall 
upon him from the skies.—Birmingham 


A ge-Herald. 


The Same Breed—It must be very 
difficult to be a German cartoonist, and 
not be allowed to call attention to the fact 
that the Crown Prince looks exactly like 
a dachshund.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


The Imperial Nut Farm—‘<As | 
understand it, Potsdam is the White 
House of Germany, is it not?” “It is 
not. Potsdam is the bughouse of Ger- 
many.’ —Buffalo Express. 


A Teuton’s Promise—7/e German— 
Of course, I promised you self-deter 
mination. 

The Ukrainian (bitterly) —Well? 

The German—But I didn’t say whether 
I meant yourself or myself to do the de- 
termining, did 1?—Buffalo Express. 





Stage Economy 





Property man (to theatrical manager) 
Can I have ten cents, sir, to get a couple of 
I ackets of stogies? 

Manager What are they for? 

Property man—The Milhonaires’ Club 
smoking-room scene in the third act.—Pa 
ing Show (London 





Send It Care of Pershing—We see 
that Berlin triumphantly reports the 
capture of a number of American wagons, 
and if we'd known that would be so pleas- 
ing we would have sent over a cute little 
red express-wagon for the Crown Prince 
to take single-handed.—Grand Rapids 
Press. 


Unpreparedness—/ udge—Y ou struck 
the first blow. Then you were to blame. 

Schmidt—No, judge. He was, for 
looking so unready.—Boston Globe. 
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Speeding Him Up—//okus—The dox 
tor told Guzzler he should take a drink 
of whisky only before each meal. 

Pokus—What is the result? 

Hokus—He is now eating eight meals 
a day.—Town Topics. 


Different Now Doctor — What? 
Troubled with sleeplessness? Eat some- 
thing before going to bed. 

Patient—Why, doctor, you once told 
me never to eat anything before going to 
bed. 

Doctor (with dignity)—Pooh, pooh! 
That was last January. Science has made 
enormous strides since then.—Christian 
Register. 


Active Movement in Tarts—Young 
Tommy returned from school in tears and 
nursing a black eye. 

“T’ll pay Billy Dobbs off for this in the 
morning!”’ he wailed to his mother. 

“No, no,” she said. “You must re- 
turn good for evil. I'll make you a nice 
jam tart, and you must take it to Billy 
and say: ‘Mother says I must return 
good for evil, so here’s a tart for you.’ ” 

Tommy demurred, but finally con- 
sented. The next evening he returned in 
a worse plight and sobbed: 

“T gave Billy the tart and told him 
what you said, and then he blacked my 
other eye, and says you’re to send him 
another tart to-morrow.’ —Pittsburgh 
Chronicle-Telegra ph. 


The Russian Resurrection 























Keizer Wilhelm—Nu begint die beer waarachtig weer te leven; ik dacht nog wel dat wij het vel 


200 mooi gestroopt hadden! 


7 


Kaiser—Hang it all! I believe the thing is actually alive, after all!—De Amsterdamme 


(dmsterdam). 
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A Contractor—Brown—Is your son 
in business 
He’s a contractor. 


Brown What line? 
Debts.—London Til-Bits. 


Smith 
Smith 


“The old 
picture got 
“Well,” 


it just goes to show 


They Didn't Know How 
master who painted that 
no such as you paid.” 


replied Mr. Cumrox, ‘ 


price 


first-class modern salesmanship 


‘Wash- 


what 
means to any line of business.”’ 


ington Star. 


His Wants—The 

very persistent in 
trying to force his into Brown's 
Ihe latter was very busy and 
short-tempered, and when at last, with 
a timid knock, 
sidled through the door during an interval 
interviews, it 


Could Supply 
had 


salesman been 
way 


othce 
the irrepressible one 


two important 
straw. The 


bet ween 
was the last salesman 
apologet ic ally tendered his card. 

“Another book agent!’ exclaimed 
Brown, testily. “Really I’ve no patience 
with you! Can’t you see I’m up to my 
eyes in work?» Forcing your way in like 
this—really I can’t find words to express 
my feelings!” 

“In that case, sir,”’ answered the sales- 
man, with a gentle smile, “I am the very 
man you want. Permit me to draw your 
attention to our new dictionary!” 


London Opinion. 


A Rude Awakening 





/ A Wha Y there lon 
Tommy—aA | I 
Jack—What ! ‘ 

Tommy—Pu t ( c B 
nder (Londo» 


Time-Saving—.A\ Paris shopkeeper 


wrote to one of his customers as follows 
“IT am able to offer you cloth like the 
enclosed sample at 9 francs the meter 
In case I do not hear from you I shall con- 
clude that you wish to pay only 8 francs. 
In order to lose no time, I accept the 
last-mentioned price.—Pittsburg Chron- 
icle-Telegraph. 
What He Got—* So you sent a dollar 
for that advertised appliance to keep your 
What did they send 
Dallas News. 


gas bills down. 


you?” “A paper weight.”’ 


For the ‘‘Duration”™ 


; 


~~ ho 
id 


Ue 


Soldier Boxer—(coming round after being knocked out)—Wot is it— 





“Rey ally oe 


The Second—No mate; it was “Taps”.—Passing Show (London). 
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Only an Amateur—Lawyer—‘ You 

iy the prisoner is an expert thief?” 

W itness—** Yes.” 

“Vet you admit that my client had 
not picked your pocket when you caught 
him?” 

“He was just about to 

“Ah!” said the lawyer, “then he is 
not an expert, for he was ‘just getting 
his hand in.’ ’’—London Tit-Bits. 

His Religion— The woolly headed Un 
cle Rasmus was accused of disturbing the 
Officer Mort Rudolph explained 
it as follows: 

“Your Honor, this man was running 
up and down the Mill River Road, wav 
ing his arms and yelling at the top of his 
voice, and otherwise raising the mischief, 
at half-past one in the morning. The 
people of that district complained, and 
they had a perfect right to.” The judge 
frowned at Rasmus, who didn’t seem to 
be particularly worried. 

‘““What do you mean by such unbecom- 
ing conduct?” his Honor demanded. 

Religion, Jedge,’’ was the response. 

“Religion! Are you a Holy Roller, 
or something like that? I have religion 
Rasmus, but I don’t get up at midnight 
and tell everybody about it.” 

“Dat’s jes’ de diffunce, Jedge. I 
ain’t ershamed ob mine.’”—Case and 
Comment. 


peace 


Pa Was a Lawyer—*Pop, what do 
they mean by twaddle?”’ 

“That refers to arguments advanced 
by the other side.’’—Louisville Courier- 








Journal. 
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A Matter of Form — Customer — 
What have you in the shape of oranges? 

Storekeeper—Well, madam, we have 
apples!—London Tit-Bits. 

Often the Way—“That young man 
you introduced to me seems to lack 
opinions on most subjects.” 

“T know, but he makes up for it in 
his opinion of himself.”—Boston Tran- 
script. 


On a Crowded Car—* Excuse 
madam, but here is a strap.” 

“T thought I had a strap.” 

“No, madam, you were hanging onto 
my ear.”—Kansas City Journal. 
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“It’s lucky for 
said the great 


aa AIPA 


BABIES 


The Twirler’s Luck. 
me I’m not in the box,” 
baseball pitcher, as he paraded up and 
down the room with his tooth-cutting son 
and heir 

“Why?” 

“Because,” he 
seem to have any control of the bawl.”’ 


Boston Transcript 


asked his wife, sleepily 


answered, “I don’t 


Erudite Deductions.—* Well, now 

that you have been the father of a fine 

boy for have found 

time to map out his future career?” 
“No” 


“The boy’s tastes and desires are 


two months, you 
replied young Professor Glid 
dings 
so elementary that I haven’t been able 
to reach regarding 
mental potentialities, but as a biologi al 


any conclusion his 
specimen I don’t mind saying that he 
fills my heart with joy.” 


A ge-Herald 


Birmineham 


ional Humorist’s Wife—Pat the 
dear—or sing to him while 
you're walking him to sleep. You seem 


Pr foes 


baby, my 


so preoct upied 
P. H.—I am 

joke about 

marches 


I’m trying to make a 
light infantry and forced 
Club Fellow. 
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PEACE 
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Just the Lady 
getting everything ready for the time 
when peace and disarmament shall come. 
No doubt you have selected some sym 
bolical figure to represent the new com- 
bination of disarmed nations.” 

“Yes, the Venus de Milo.” 
Transcript. 


“*So your league is 


-Boston 


Narrow Escape—* You seem pleased 
with yourself.”’ 

“T have a right 
cured a pacifist.” 

“Good! How did you do it?”’ 

“I kicked him on the shins, and, by 
Jove, he nearly thrashed me before I 
could convince him that I was merely 
trying to prove his theories unsound.” 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


to be. I just now 


Just the Same—A senator was talk- 
ing about the Russian Bolsheviki. 

“The Bolsheviki,”’ he said, 
think peace is peace, no matter how 
shameful its conditions. 

“The Bolsheviki remind me of little 


Willie. 


“seem to 
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II 1 Shopman (to dear old 
td want? 


gentleman 


N-n-nothing, thank you 









“1 


Now, then 


what’s for you? 


3-b-but I’m 


I d-d-don’t require anything. 


nterest« 1 the subject of p-p-pronun iation. C-« can you t-t-te ll me if most of \ our cC-« 
ist ( pronounce m-m-margarine with a h-h-hard or a s-soft “*g”’ ndon Opinion 
Loudos 
- . . . . . m Ly n 
‘I am ashamed of you, sir,’ said little : 


‘At the very bot 
What do you mean 


Willie’s dad, sternly 
tom of your class! 
by it?’ 

“*Well, you father,’ little 
Willie mildly, ‘it don’t make no difference 
whether I the bottom or top. 
They teach the same at both ends.’”’— 
Washington Star. 


see, said 


am at 


A Faithful Customer 























Un client fidéle. 

Going to the tonsorial parlor on August 2, 
1914, he saw a notice that the barber had 
stepped out to attend the mobilization. 
He’s still waiting for him to return.—Le Péle- 
Méle (Paris). 
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The Coat Makes the Man—‘It is 
odd clothes react on 
mentality,” he observed one evening. 
““Now, when I’m wearing a business suit 
I’m all business; when I’m in evening 
dress social matters occupy my attention; 
and when I’m in golf togs I don’t think 
of anything but the game.” 

“Yes?” queried his listener. ‘And I 
suppose when you take a bath your mind 
is an utter blank.—Harper’s Magazine. 


how one’s one’s 


Upholstered—When she’s ragged up 
in the latest style, 
And looks in the glass to see, 
We'd not be surprised if she said with 
a smile: 
“Well, fashion has nothing on me!” 
-Town Topics. 


The Silhouette—‘ When Father saw 
my latest outfit as I came down for break- 
fast this morning,” said Felicia, “he 
looked at me rather sharply and snapped, 
‘Young lady, you just about forgot to 
put on a skirt today.’ ”’—Detroit News. 


McAdoo, Please Note—There is a 
farmer in Waller County, Tex., who has 
a pair of pantaloons with thirty-two 
“separate”? patches on them. How they 
can be otherwise than confluent we can- 
not comprehend, but we wish Mr. Mc- 
Adoo to notice that this man has gone 
over the top.—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 
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LUCK 


A Red Cross Bargain—During the 
recent Red Cross drive stores were 
opened in a number of cities where con 
tributed articles were placed on sale 
for the good of the cause 4 woman in 
Oakland, California, had a fine pair of 
Chinese vases. One of them became 
broken, and, after endeavoring for some 
time without success to find a match 
for it, the good housewife placed it in the 
stock at the Red Cross store, without 
mentioning the matter to her family 
Several nights iater her husband came 
home with a vase under his arm, remark 
ing that he had run into a wonderful 
piece of luck. “I have found the exact 
duplicate of your Chinese vase,” he said 
exultantly, “and it cost only $20.” 


Wall Street Journal 


A Twin Tragedy—/e (at the ’phone) 

Hello! Is that you, Maisie? Yes, 
this is Jack. Have I heard the news? 
No; what? Mrs. Murphy? Well, well! 
Five o'clock this morning. Oh, tell her 
I'm glad to hear she’s doing well. What's 
that? Two of ‘em? Well—(hanging 
up receiver)—what do you think of that? 
Mrs. Murphy smashed two of her fingers 
in the door this morning and fainted dead 
away.—London Tit-Bits. 





Only Uncovered— little boy carry 
ing home some eggs dropped them 

* Did you break any 2” asked his 
mother, when he told her of it 

“No,” said the boy, “but the shells 
came off some of them.’’—Paris Figaro 
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His Face Value—Bride (reproach- 
fully)—Why didn’t you tell me that you 
were in debt? You seemed so unhappy 
that I thought you had money.—Boston 


— 
Lrto00e 


No Change—‘I notice that you 
can’t buy a five-cent cigar any more.” 

“Oh, yes, you can, if you pay eight 
cents for it.” Buffalo E vpress. 

Banking on Him—Daughter—They 
say the young man is all money 

V other—Well, here’s hoping he'll de- 
posit himself at your feet one of these days 


Her Account—* Ralph Darnley 
called again last night, Bessie, didn’t he? 
You know, he’s rather well-off, so I hope 
you didn’t treat him distantly.”’ said 
mamma 

“Indeed, I didn’t, mamma. I was very 
much drawn to him—very much,” she 
answered, with a blush.—London Tit-Bits. 





PERSONAL 


Our Charley (Schwab—not Chaplin). 
When “Our Charlie” gets in motion 
You'll see upon each ocean 
More ships 
Than “Sammy’s”’ ever had before. 

It will be no idle notion, 

There'll be steam and locomotion, 
Let’s salute his new promotion 
Commodore!—Town Topics 


One Kind of Friend—Attorney- 
General Gregory, talking about the help 
America has given the Allies, said 

‘America is no fair weather friend 
We are not like old man Grabble. 

“ Squire Grabble, the richest man in 
the village, attended the funeral of a 
poor, old codger, and the undertaker 
impressed by this condescension, said: 

‘So the deceased was a friend of 
yours, was he, squire ?’ 

*** Indeed he was,” said the rich Squire. 
‘He was very dear to me. He never 
once asked me to lend him so much 
as a nickel, though for the last ten years 
I knew he was practically starving to 
death’.’’—W ashington Star 


Just What They Do—The Hon. 
Honor Ballardton, 5-year-old daughter 
of Lady Mary Ballardton, was scolded 
by her governess, who added: 

“If you’re a bad little girl the Huns 
will drop bombs on you.” 

‘The Huns don’t drop bombs on bad 
little girls; they drop bombs on good 
little girls,” said Honor.—Omaha News 


Hospitality 


perr qué ¢stos: ™ 
“Well, they’re generous with their dogs, 


anyway!”’—Blanco y Negro (Madrid). 


“Como no me echen ma 











A Successful Financial Deal 

















BORROWERS 


Rules for the Gardener—In tools for 
gardening, you require a wheel-hoe with 
cultivator, rake, plow, side-hoe, seed 
dropper, and all the wrinkles, about 
$14.35; miscellaneous hand-hoes, rakes, 
cultivators, pushers, pullers, persuaders, 
Total about $41.91. 
These tools are not to use on your own 
garden, but to lend to your neighbors 
You do your own work with tools bor- 


and grabber, $27.56. 


rowed from one neighbor while another 
neighbor is using the ones you bought. 
Garden tools are like a circulating library, 
only very few of the things come back. 
You must also have a large supply of 
monkey-wrenches, Stilson wrenches, ham- 
mers, saws, screw-drivers, etc., because 
the neighbors who borrow your garden 
tools will naturally hesitate to ask you 
to come over and fix ’em when they get 
out of whack, but will be glad to borrow 
the tools to fix ‘em with. So you just 
gotta have plenty of implements and 
‘Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


tools. 


Laying Down the Law—‘I don’t 
mind lending you my hoe, my ax, my 
lawn mower, the madam’s ice cream 
freezer and a lot of other things about the 
premises,” said Mr. Glipping, “but I'll 
give you a fair warning, Gadsour.”’ 

“Eh? What’s the trouble?” 

“If you ever come over here and try 
to borrow our portable garage, I’m going 
to say ‘No.’”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 











TIPPING 


Cabby’s Suggestion—A stingy 
ady presented the cabman with his exac 
gi 
the latter was for himself 
“Oh, thank ye 


* But ain 


mum,” 
sarcastically 
hay 1or the poor old ‘oss?”’ Answers. 


Explained—* What's a tip, pop?” 
“You've heard 

of parting a fool from his money?” 
“Ves, pop.” 


“Well, a tip is what they do it with.’ 
Baltimor 


American. 


What He Gave—First broker- 
do you usually give your waiter? 
Second ditto 


I give him a tip of a quarter; if badly I 
Boston Tran- 


give him a tip on stocks. 


S/ ript 


old 
| 
l 
legal fare and a stale bun, remarking that 


said the « abby 


* ver gota bit °’ 


haven’t you, my son 


-What 


(Oh, if he serves me well 





WET AND DRY 


Bound To Be Noticed 


see me last night at any time between th 


* Did you 
hours of 9:30 and 2 o’clock?”’ asked Bib 
bleton 

‘I saw you about midnight 

“Was I—er 


tion to mys¢ lf?’ 


attracting undue atte 


undue attentior 
You 


vere marching down the street with your 


call it 


circumstances 


I wouldn't 


considering the 
arms around two newsboys and lustily 
singing, ‘Over There.’” 


| ve-Herald 


Birmingham 


Vi N all \ 


ye re half 


His Fault— Father 
O'Leary, 


Not 
Shame on 
drunk 

O'Leary (apologetically)—Oi know it 
yer reverence, but it’s not my fault 
Oi’ve sphint all the money Oi had 
St. Louis Times. 


ye, 


The Mentality of Mannheim 


Herr DummKopr (enjoying the doings « 


acteristic Cherman humor-piece! 


Tue Same (when the Allies’ Airmen are busy overhead) 
to go drobbing pombs on in-nocent beoples! 
if such adrocities are bermitted?—Bystander (London). 


prutes 
goot of ze “Cheneva Gonvention”’ 


if 


the Gothas) 
of Englisch, und zeir vifes und chiltren plown all to bieces! 








Ho! ho! ho-o! Zese: schwein-dogs 
Ja, ja, id iss unteniably a char- 


Ze e efil-minded 


Vat iss ze 


Gott in Himmel! 
Id iss apsolute mur-der! 








Goldfish 
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( Dig te \ ve bait ¢ e- 
; : : ' 
Lil’ ve Dalit tha \ rie 
Having Kea the g Idfis] ie 
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= ' 
pien Oo Keep hin The e! t 
be ackening up; otherwise he 
Will 1irt fidget and get awa 
At gy cast will not necessarily 
ys “ +} ee rs ae 
land fhhim, even thnougn | SLTIAKC flit 
: P , , 
well at first; it’s the clever play u 
Pal 


brings the net results, the big string i 


' Ziegfeld, 
up—very ’ 
are taking their one A. M. 


summer is here 


who gets up or, rather, 


} + 
ow tnat 
and the flashy schools come in from 


far and near to deposit their | 


: shekels in the localities 
convenient for that pur- 
pose, this ardent sportsman 

, begins operations right 
after dinner, sometimes 


lunch, and 


reels in merrily up to the 
limit. In previous sum- 
mers he had a few sea- 
soned ticket-speculators in 
the same boat with him 
to help him to scoop them 
in: but of late these graft- 
ing old guides, useful 
) though they were, exacted 
such a large share of the 
catch that, after a scuffle (which 
rocked the boat somewhat), he got 
rid of them and resolved to be cap- 
tain and crew himself. The ejectees 
claimed he would never be able to 


right aiter 


; find the fish alone, but at the present 
moment he appears to be finding 
them. 


The truth is, he dangles an irre- 
sistible lure—Beauty. Not the 


cheap bedizened gaud that, be it 
lamented, goes by the name of 
“beauty show” and implies cham- 
,, bermaids in hideous 


tights; but 
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As keen a goldfisherman as an\ 


> } ° ~~ 
Broadway and its estuaries is Flore 


early in the morning, when t! 





- long run that drolleries of Will Rogers, the 


‘intimate 
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THe AMERICAN—What happened to you? 


To tell you the truth, I ain't 
quite certain. About ten minutes ago I was 
‘avin’ a téte-d-téte with a German sapper. He 
vas a nice lookin’ boy id a face like a mur 
derer. We was crawlin’ on our stummicks, 
vhen we come face to fac He says somethin’ 
to me in German, an’ I answers him in just as 
bad language 

“What happened then?” 

Well, I ‘ates to brag; 
hain’t! 


lune Tommy 


but I’m ‘ere an’ ’e 


From “Gettinc TOGETHER” 


: she Ww. 


side of reality, 
this vale of tears. 


By Lawton Mackall 


truly lovely vistas into a Joseph 
Urban fairyland, a rare and exqui- 
site Happy Gazing Ground. In place 
of the old beefy and bony realism 
that was the delight of truckdrivers, 
there is imagination, fancy, 
Yes, the roving hardware buyer who 
came to see femininity in the crude 
plunked down before him, remains 
to have his rudimentary imagination 
discovered to him and stretched 


poetry ° 


almost to the snapping point, or 
nearly three hundredths of an inch. 
The colors set before his blinking 
sight are a far cry from the gross 
garishness which used to stimulate 
him till he thought it was ; 
Now he enjoys, 
but with the thrill of being mysti- 
fied, being neatly lifted outside his 


humdrum day-to-dayness 


“orand. 
as much as before, 


For, excepting the monologuish 
“Follies of 1918” is not 
Ann Pennington’s little hoochee 


yochees are as impersonal as the whirlings of an autumn 
leaf. Even the comic seenes are on the other 


are too joyous to be actually of 
The golf episode, for exam- 
ple, transpires in an _ impossible 
Paradise of Mirth—the place where 
the good fun goes that we forget. 
The hen in the clock that, after 
cackling the hour, drops 
a fresh egg, does so with 
a high abandon which 
flouts Life “As Is.” 

In the old “beauty 
show” the chief object 
of interest was feminin- 
ity, viewed in an ugly 
light. Woman figured as 
a sordid delusion. In the 
new “Follies” she fig- 
ures as a sprightly illu- 
sion. The old showgirl 
was a thing on view; the 
new showgirl is a fairy 
apparition. 

Such is Ziegfeld’s bright gleam 
for goldfish. We are sorry he at 
times combines it with the Ameri- 
can flag, which was presumably 
designed for other purposes. His 
merry minnows would do quite well 
without being named “‘Cuba’”’, “Por- 
tugal”’ and points east. Must allies 
in arms be represented as allies with 
—er, limbs? But on the whole his 
bait is the best ever. 

Perhaps some day we poor fish 
shall have drama that is more 
than bait! 
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Japanese tank (note the 
dramatic gas masks 
and other interesting 
incidentals from this 
year’s Ziegfeld Follies. 


Every once in a while 
Ann Pennington comes 
capering on the stage 
in some costume or 
other and frisks around 
like a Persian kitten— 
small, but very busy. 


3 Marilynn As a singer Lillian Lorraine is 

x Miller, a delight to behold. Here she 
>) a lissome has changed to the eighteenth 
ragtime century since her Oriental 


ballerina. bridge party (shown above). 
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What He Would Do 
By Sexceant Joun BE. Bacmann, Co. D, 206th Ammunition Train 
HE following incident actually occurred in the 
Third Officers’ Training School at Camp 
Meade, Md., during a class on guard duty 
At Post No. 1, the sentry is to call out the 
guard for the commanding officer and others. 
Che following question was asked of one of the 
candidates to bring out the above point: “ Mr. 
Blank, suppose you were on guard at Post No. 1, 
What would you 
“Why, sir, I would 


and the Colonel approached 
do?” Mr. Blank answered 
halt him.” 

Instructor—Yes, and thet 
when you saw it was the Colonel? 
Wr. Blank—Oh, the Colonel! 

apologize 


what would you do 
Why, I would 


Graduated 


/ Fowrm G. K ( ‘.. M.¢ VG S tary S wl N 
AD Car Shelby, M 


You've been in the brig a long time, 
haven't you, Shorty? 


risoner (laboring on a corduroy road)—Over 


G,uard philosophic ally } Well experi nee is a 
great te icher 
Prisoner—Don't I know it 


the Prison Officer calls me “ Professor.” 


Phat’s the reason 


He Should Worry 


© Harry Wreorr, Dir n Headquarter 
( Diz, N. J 


By Parva 

Inspecting Officer—What would you do if a 
fire broke out an hour from now? 

Rookie Sentry 

I should worry what happens an hour from now. 


I get relieved in fifteen minutes, 


pays JI eaci 
cation, and ¢ach Weer ~5 is Qwardéd 


Tent aid De 


Wheezes Military and Naval 


soldiers and sailors and accepted 
for the best original joke received 


, yo 
for original 1OReéS Sen 7V 


His Aim 

By Paiware W. R. Marsnart, Battery A, 112th H. FP. A 

Officer (after instructing Pat in how to fire his 
rifle properly)—Pat, here I gave you target No. 2 
to shoot at, and you are hitting No. 9. You will 
have to do better than that to get “over there.” 

Pat—Well, if I aim at a private, I will likely 
hit the Kaiser. 


Completely Organized 
By Corner. Kensnaw Goopuanrt, ( H bth I 
Sentinel—Halt! Who’s there? 
Rookie (having just learned his place in squad) 
Number 4 in the rear rank 


The Truth at Last 
By ser. Mas. C. C. Cunntncuam, Art ry Journal, 
Ft. Monr Va 
Sergeant—Why did you call that recruit a liar? 


Cor poral—Because he’s smaller than I am 


f 





This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 
Couldn't Understand It 


By I Cuances J. Kavrennacn, Machine Gun* Train 
Center, Camp Hancock, Ga 
VEWLY-DRAFTED negro who had been is 
ra am? , , bk entered ti orderly room 
and a Captain for a three-day leave. Hi 
> > mabis t ° uest t , uficiently rd, 
} * Ju the room he 
7 ( Thank u, Ser 
7 C whan ah 
4 ? > A ay ? 
Jol he first thir u want to lear 
Cap , a Ser 
/ urDr , , negr 4 H 
Excuse me, Cat but Ab ne though 
, 4 ’ , you all a Ser 











Not Guilty 
j = AN Wa. A. Fruack, ¢ i 
Ey re 


Officer in Charge of Range—Ser- 
geant Fuller, take Private Gouker 
off of that target I want to shoot 
Private Myatt there 

Private M yatt—Captain,I haven't 
done anything to be shot. 


The Cheerful Grin 
Ry Herxry S. Wanner, ( C, 3d Bn th 
Engineers, A. E. F 
\n Irishman was one of a 
mopping-up party 
attack on a German trench. He 
was carrying a big bomb, and as 


following an 


he neared the door of a dugout he 
cried out: “How many of yez ar 
in there?” 


\s it happened a German insid« 


ain’ no dependen’s. 





Homeless 





could speak English and answered: ‘ Twenty.” 
Whereupon the Irishman opened the door, and 
throwing the bomb in shouted: “Here, divide 


this among yez.” 


A Lucky Private 
By Serer. S. Surversrery, Co. E, {sth 1 

Captain Jones (officer of the day on tour of 
inspection)—What are y-y-your g-g-g-general 
orders? 

No answer from sentry. 

Capiain Jones—D-d-d-do y-y-you hear m-m- 
me, what are your g-g-general orders? 

Still no answer from sentry. 

Captain Jones—W-w-what is y-y-your n-n- 
name? We'll see why you cannot answer when 
you are spoken to. 

Private—P p-p-p private 

The captain then went to the guardhous« 
where he met the sergeant of the guard 

Captain—S-s-s-ergeant! 

Sergeant—Y es, sir! 

Captain—D-d-does 
s-s-stutter? 

Sergeant—Y es, sir. 

Captain—W-w-w-well it’s a g-g-good thing he 


d-d-does. 


S-s-s-Smith, S-s-sir 


P-p-privat« S-s-Smith 


Dependents 


By Marsuatt Testort, Supply Sergeant, Hdgrs. Co., 5 
Pioneer Inft., Camp Wadsworth, 8. ¢ 


Recruiting Officer—Any dependents? 

Lazarus Cole—No, sah! 

Recruiting Officer—How is that? You told 
me a minute ago that your wife and mother 
lived with you, and now you say you have no 
dependents! 

Lazarus Cole—Dat’s awright, Cap'n Dey 
Ah’s dat. Ah ain’ wuked 


foh de las five yeahs. 


Those Wrist Identification Tags 





Drawn by Pertie, U.S.S. Mercy, U. S.N 


Dog—Gee whiz, I wish’t I had that tag! 
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Up Against Ii 
“IT have a commission to do a 
painting of a ten dollar bill.” 
“Well?” 
“And was just wondering where 
I could hire a model.” 


A Prospective Lost 

That baldheaded customer of 
mine played it low down on me 
Been trying to sell him a bottle 
of hair tonic for the past two years.” 
* And did he buy some hair tonic 

from another barber?” 
“No, he went and bought a wig.” 


The Short-Age 
I see that on account of the 
war, they are beginning to complain 
of a scarcity of clergymen.” 
‘And that isn’t the worst of it. 
I understand there is also a short- 
age of caddies.” 


Answer That 

‘I am one of the proletariat.” 

‘What’s that ?’ 

“One of the plain people, my 
friend.” 

‘Then if you are one of the plain 
people, what are you indulgin’ in 
fancy names fer?” 











Drawn by Zim 
T mmy (recruit¢ 1 fr 


Feminine Quaintness 
By Tom P. Morcan 


- WOMAN is powerful touchy about 
her children,” remarked Mr. Gap 
Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 

“No matter how many younguns she’s 
got, if one of ’em turns up missing she 
makes as much hooraw as if she’d lost a 
hundred. When we got home tuther 
evening from the circus at Tumlinville 
and swarmed around the supper table, 
wife suddenly set up a yell of ‘Whur’s 
Rowdy at?’ And, shore enough, the 
baby was gone! We figgered around and 
couldn’t find head nor tail of him. About 
that time a feller who was riding past 
stopped and let us know that he reck- 
oned we'd lost a baby. ’Peared like the 
kid had jounced out of the wagon about 
half way betwixt town and home without 
our missing him. Anyhow, the feller said 
he’d seen a lady pick up a baby in the big 
road, and he ‘lowed it might be our’n. 

* “Aw, well,’ says I, ‘that’s all right, 
then. The lady will prob’ly fetch him 
on over when he gets to r’aring and 
cussing to come home. And if she don’t 
I reckon he won’t spoil before morning, 
and I'll drive over then and get him.’ 

“But, no, siree! That wouldn’t sorter 
commence to satisfy wife. Nuth’n’ 
would do her but I must hook up and go 
after him in the middle of the night. A 
man may live with a woman a thousand 
years and never more than half under- 
stand her curliques.” 


<a Sweet and Low 

Black—I asked the hotel keeper 
if it was a lively place and he said that things 
were always humming. 
IW hite—Yes, he means the mosquitoes! 


Good Enough Excuse 
“When the fire started why didn’t you get a 
bucket of water and put it out?” 
‘The pump was on the other side of the river.” 





AFTER 


“‘All That is Foreign’ 
It is time to abolish all tha foreigen.— Kaiser Bill. 


HIS Mercy that we read about 
rhe Kaiser said, said he, 
‘Is foreign in its origin 
\nd little use to me; 
I don’t know who invented it 
But I am free to say 
It’s foreign, and I think we'd best 
\bolish it today! 


\nd Honor: there’s another thing,’ 
he lordly Kaiser spoke, 
‘In which we all can recognize 
Some form of foreign joke; 
(And Truth, of course, was brought to light 
On some far foreign shore; 
So let’s abolish them at onc« 
(And see them nevermore! 


‘But liquid flame and poison gas 
And treachery and lies 
(nd all the tactics which we use 
lo blind our foemen’s eyes 
rhose things are ours, or handed down 
By Prussians of the past; 
And so we'll treasure all of them 
\s long as Prussians last.” 


He’s Collecting "Em 

When it became known that a Catholic 
bishopric was to be filled, the Catholics of 
Galveston circulated a petition asking that 
Father Kerwin, a Galveston priest, be made 
a bishop. The petition was signed by every 
churchman to whom it was presented until 
it reached an Irish night-watchman at the 
Santa Fe station. 

The Irishman read it and shook his head 
hesitatingly. ‘I don’t know about that,” he 
said, ““Father Kerwin is a good priest and 
good enough and big enough to be a bishop, 
or a cardinal, even, but I think that job should 
go to Mr. McAdoo.” 





THE WaR 


“Hand that bill to yer boss an’ tell him Ex-Corporal Brown, common]; 


‘Fightin’ Joe’ wants to know why it ain’t been paid.” 





——_— 
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Knew His Orders : 
N one of the hot days not so very long 
ago a certain lake not more than 1,000 
miles from the Base hospital looked 
particularly alluring to a young medical officer 
there. He divested himself of his wearing ap- 
parel and was about to dive in when a sharp 
command to halt stopped him 
‘What are your orders?” he asked rather 
pec vishly ol 
who had been nearby all the time 
“Sir,” came the answer, “my orders are to 
prevent all soldiers and civilians from bathing 


the soldier issuing the command 


in this part of the lake.” 

“Well, why in the devil didn’t you tell me 
that before I stripped 
asked the officer 


in Our 


CW Se eS, NC CEE Tt eet, 


FUN FROM THE FIGHTERS 


and Navy 


Army 





Publications 
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Rookie Repartee 
A bunch of rookies coming down the street 
saluted a “Y” “Boys, you 
don’t salute ‘Y’ men.”’ 
“That's all right, old man; we're only prac- 
‘Trench and 


man, who said: 


ticing on you,’”’ came the response 


Camp 


Referred to Bradstreet 
“Charge!” ordered the captain at a recent 
sham battle at the system of trenches west of 
Camp Bowie. 
“We'll have to look up your rating with 
Bradstreet,’ said a former department store 
clerk.—The Reconnaissance. 


The Old Boy Doesn't Fall For That Stuff 


A AGMA M2 ii UBT "ARG 








Habit 
“That new recruit must have been a book- 
keeper.” 
“What makes you think so?” 
“T noticed him trying to place a bayonet 
behind his ear.”—L’i Gas. 


Trouble for the Col. 

Many rookies have the notion, not surprising 
in the least, that the top sergeant is about the 
highest officer in the army. A tall country 
youth had just received his uniform the other 
day and was standing in mess line when the top 
kicker came along asking for the colonel. 

“No, I ain’t seen no colonel,” said the rookie 
in answer to the query. 

Not two minutes later 
the colonel in quest ion 





“Sir, I have no orders — - 
(TL TRY SOME ) 
OF My “VAMPING” L_ 
ON Si~ HES SURE) 
(%H Face For ir! 

hte! 


toprevent any man trom 
stripping.” —Trench and 


Camp 





No Use 


“There’s no use in a 
soldier growling—even it 
he does wear a‘ dog-tag 
and pitch ‘pup’ tents,” 
avers the Binglesom« 
Bard.—The Reconnais- 


Sance 


At Top of List 


\ young man asked 





<o? HERSELF 


(JUST LIKE THEDA 

(BaRA. He WON'T 
Be ABLE TO ResTRAw 
HIMSELF LONG~— INA 
MINUTE HE witt BE} 
AY MY FEET! -— 
















came hurrying by ask- 
ing for the 
sergeant. 
“He’s right 
there in the barracks,” 
yelled the rookie. “And 
say, Bo, he'll give you 
the devil when he finds 
-Trench and 


same top 


over 


you, too.” 
Camp. 





Change 
Florence is an alchemist 
I know, 
And so I'll have to drop 
her, 





The ofti- 
cer in charge asked on 


for exemption : 
It was just yesterd 


belongings and will be 


what plea time “ Si” is enjoying 


“Because I do not of Pickle Centre.—Gre« 
believe in war. I've 
never fought in my life,” the young man 


replied 

The officer said: “Then you certainly are a 
single man, which places you in Class 1.” 
Trench and Camp. 


Speaking of Eyes 
I cannot praise the chaplain’s eyes; 
I never saw his glance divine; 
He always shuts them when he prays 
And when he preaches he shuts mine. 


The Broadside. 


Respice 

First German Soldier—Who was the oflicer 
that kicked you in the face? 

Second German Soldier—That 

fessor of ethics at the university. 


Reserve. 


was my pro- 
The Naval 


Gone But Not Forgotten 
During the fighting a highlander had the 
misfortune to get his head blown off. 
A comrade communicated the sad news to 
another gallant Scot, who asked, anxiously: 
“Where's his head? 
pipe.”—Our Navy. 


He was smoking ma 


ay 


7 
all 


the 


at L 


Navy. 


that Lemuel Husk decided to j vin the 


ready to hike back to Great Lakes with Seaman Si to enlist. 
and so is Martha Milldew, the vampire 


few remaining days of his furlough 


akes Bulletin. 


Purely Formal 
Life on the streets of Fort Worth is just one 
salute after another.—Pass in Review. 


Looking Backward 
The class in “What I Was Doing a Year 
Ago at This Time” will now recite.——T7rench 
and Camp. 


Respect 
Cook Lowe—K. P., do you think you would 
like some of this chicken for dinner? 
K. P.—No! I was taught to respect old age. 
The Reconnaissance. 


Equal to Emergency 

Just an old one on Gen. “Bob” Bullard, when 
he was a colonel: 

Out on the maneuvers, while the regiment 
was crossing a bridge, an umpire yelled to the 
colonel commanding: ‘“‘What’s the matter 
there, colonel, don’t you know that bridge is 
supposed to have been burned?” And the 
colonel answered, “I know it, I know it. My 
men are supposed to be swimming.”—Pass in 
Review. 


Right now he is packing his 


For every time I’m out 
with her 
My silver turns to copper 


—The Broadside. 


In the mean- 


Loafing? 

Captain E. R. Grant, A. R. C., in charge of 
civilian relief, Red Cross, tells the following: 

They were having a field practice of the Sani- 
tary Train at Camp Carney, San Diego, Calif., 
and the stretcher bearers were out after the 
““wounded.”’ When the practice was at an end 
and the roll call was read one “soldier” was 
missing. They could not think of what had 
become of him, as he was supposed to be one 
of the “wounded” on the field. But finally he 
showed up and the following conversation took 
place between him and the sergeant: 

“Where have you been? Why didn’t you 
come in for roll call?” 

“H—1, man! I’ve been laying in a creek for 
four hours with both legs shot off and none of 
you would pay me any attention.”—Pass in 
Review. 


Infatuation 
“Nevertheless, after having thought it over 
and all, I’d gladly give my chance at signing the 
next pay roll or any one or all of my stripes and 
my whole non-commission if I just knew her 
telephone number.”—Pass in Review. 
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July 20, 1918 


Technical Books for War 
Workers 

By Kennetu L. 

goed BUILDERS and workers in ship- 

yards will find a deep source of inspira- 

tion in “German Atrocities Throughout 

the World,” published by Truth, Light & 

Co., Chicago. A careful study of this book 

makes it possible for the dullest shipworker 

to do twenty percent more work each day 
than he did before reading it. 

Farm-workers whoare anxious toenlarg 
the yield of their land and obtain record- 
breaking crops should read “* How and Why 
Prussia Expects to Get an Indemnity from 
America.” The chapter dealing with the 
method in which the German army heads 
a plan to raise $4,000,000,000 from the 
Pacific Coast alone is guaranteed to enable 
any patriotic farmer to raise six potatoes 
where only one grew before. 

One of the finest cook-books ever pub- 
lished is “‘ Hospitals and Orphan Asylums 
I Have. Bombed,” by Lieutenant Otto 
Hasenpfeffer of the German Flying Corps. 
Even a mediocre cook can, by a perusal of 
this masterpiece, teach herself the impor- 
tance of getting a four-course dinner out 
of a handful of rice and a good soup-bone. 


RoBeRTS 


At the Bottom 
‘This war has brought out one thing. It 
shows how low man can fall.” 
‘That’s right. I know a fellow who since 
it began, actually boasts that he enjoys the 
moving pictures at a summer resort.” 
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Summer Schedule 
| Up and Down on the Broadway Joy Line 
With L. M., Conductor 


Zam 





Eyes or Youtu—Maxine Elliott. Given 
the chance to look five years ahead, this 
lady is so interested in her own future 
that she neglects to see what becomes 
of the Kaiser. 

FoLiiEs oF 1918—New Amsterdam. Gor- 
geous color pictures, with touches of 
femininity here and there. 

GetTinG ToGETHER—Shubert. 
minus the usual bunkum. 


War play 


Going Ur—Liberty. Aviation made 
musical. 

Hitrcuy Koo Globe. Varied layers of 
laughs. 


Kiss BurGciar, Toe—Eltinge. Tuneful 
and osculatory experiences of a boob in 
a boudoir. 

Man Wuo Stayep at Home, Toe—48&th 
Street. An English chappie entertains 
a choice spy gang from Berlin. 

Maytime—Broadhurst. Charles Purcell 
gets romantic under an old apple 
tree. 

Mipnicut Froitic—Cocoanut Grove. Girl- 
ish glee in a garret. 

Mipnicut Revue—Century Grove. 
theater picnic. 

Ou, Lapy, Lapy!—Casino. 
Bolton-W odehouse-Kern 
zoe »d specimen. 

Par.tor, Beproom anp Batu—Re public. 
Coeducaticen in farcical wickedness. 
Passinc SHow oF 1918—W inter Garden. 

Stockingette drama. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. Willie Baxter be- 
comes balmy in the bosom. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
Bluff carried to the point of virtuosity. 

Tiger Rose—Lyceum. Wiles in the 
wilds. 


After- 


One of those 
things. A 


In a Berlin Museum 
iy B.- Ee &. 


RARE copy of the Programme of 
the Pan-Germanic League, dated 
1913. 

The helmet of the Crown Prince, taken 
from him when he was found hiding in 
a Cologne rathskeller, in 1919, by the 
American army of invasion. 

A snapshot of Kaiser Wilhelm II 
taken while reading the peace programme 
of the Allies (photo. by Doug. Fair- 
banks) 

Periscope of the last German submarine, 
which surrendered at the Kiel Canal. 

Five hairs from the historic whiskers 
of Admiral Von Tirpitz. 

Picture of the Sultan in his 
makeup. 

First edition of “ My Retreat to Berlin,” 
by Leen Trotzky. 

‘Inauguration of the 
President, 1925”—by an 
painter. 


Allah 


First German 
ex-court 
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= UBLIC wis" Wed and Sat at. 230 
| A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 
and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE 


| COHAN & HARRIS Mate, Wed. and Sat. 2:20. 
COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 
HARRY JAMES SMITH cick GRANT MITCHELL 
WINTER GARDEN "35... 83% Pe 
PASSING SHOW OF 1918 
BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. 85 2:20: MAS 
ue SEVENTEEN 
Maxine Elliott’s + pl ah a hy $33 
with 
EYES OF YOUTH “atone 
A STOR Frcatrey a ssth Sect, Evenings Sus 
musica. ROCK -A-BYE BABY 
CASINO Brosdray 374,30th street; Evenings §:15 
OH, LADY! LADY!! 


GAIETY "YS. 5%., hese 


KLAW & ERLANGER'’S Big Musical Comedy Hit 


THE Rainbow Girl 





























My Lady’s Fingers 


By Louise HEALp 


I KNOW her hands sing lyrics as they lie 
Carelessly, idle there along her dress. 
I know they murmur, though I cannot hear, 
Soft soothing words of woman tenderness. 


Indolent, idle, still, her fingers speak 
A lovely language filled with beauty, grace. 
I sometimes wonder which 1 love the most— 
My lady’s fingers fair, or her fair face! 
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\ — T LET CONSTIPATION BURN YOU UP 
jer you feel the heat if w nstipated all the time It's the 
ee aay more than the come erature; the feverish ~~ pro 
4 snes be cpeniortaiate or hantioe otic this peleen 
‘3 able or health \ D 
‘ spots fk vat befo r the « ' 
€ — am can't eat ca 
e fee! hum 
‘ Get RID OF THE CAUSE 
There are hundreds of nostrums the marke t that give 
t ea « fecane | y inte 
athartics, pills, tea te 
> Piles, aBbem el 
: Ther just one wap t oot rid ¢ st Ripe- 
ton REMOVE THE C 
STRONGFORTISM WiLL SAVE vou 
Strongfortism is Nature's w in only 
wecne Snowe. Girelkwesdaunee. ie dum 
jope in Nati ire noc in Strongfo , ° 
. just Nature then 
have taught them to thousands of despo a4, sufferers 
I} put the fire and spirit of youth, the glow of new 
b enthusiasm into the bearts of thousands who had 
e well nigh given ap he —~ ‘have made them young in 
" masterful strength, vigorous, vibrant, powerful 
uU MUST. "READ MY BOOK 
Conservation of Health, ength 
tent F E r three 2 cent 
er cost of packing and mailing. ut will tes toll 
“R oh saat ES which control the Life 
STRONGFORT me now—today. it will mark « new ers in 
The Perfect Man your existence 
a LIONEL STRONGFORT 
*hymcal and Health Specralist 
“ 614 PARK BUILDING. NEWARK, WN. J. 
Marie Antoinett 
66th St. & Broadway, New York 
A House of Most Refined Atmosphere. 
Noted for Its Cuisine. European Plan. 
H. Stanley Green, Managing Director 
Central Park West, 74th and 75th Streets 
NEW YORK 
, king ‘ tral Par a t 4, esq k 
I t ‘ lu a the Sp is er is 
Rooms and Bath $2.50 r on aan upwards. 
Parlor, bedroom and bath per per day and upwards. 
| a WEEKLY ee 
Plea I B t 
Ownership Mar agement EDMUND M “BRENN 
ROMEIKE’S — CLIPPING BUREAU 
w et all newspay 
: ppear a nd 
stated naira Gotten Ay anys ‘ans ie 
aper and per ical of importance the United State 
! f rope arche Terr $5.00 per! ‘ 
HENRY ROMEIKE, "106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
. cneeneinn 
5 Wisdom 
M*:: gnorance is deep, profound 
i thing can I hold my ground 
. 
My peopl ‘Young man, you shame us 
You're one abysmal ignoramu 
My friend dmit I'm prettv dumb 
They sig Poor wight! | k num! 
And ve l t mvs r er 
Than r | ned tirizer 
My re pple nd resil it 
T} m \ cco. ted rilliant 
I IT “aT ' I ‘ Ph D 
Because I know I know Mari / r 
Tardy but Touching 
Campus Joe says—“If time only improved 
wimmin like it does tobacco, summer school 
would sure be worth lookin’ at.’’—Pelican. 
* — 
WANTED "AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
simple thing to patent? Protect they may bring 
you wealth Write for “‘Needed Inv 1s” and “How to/| 
Get Your Patent and Your Money ndolph & Co., 
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a bullet hit me 


With the Cllege Wits 


j lrre pressible, Joyous, Irresponsible _¥ 





Safe 


I know the censors won’t 


A Summer Fantasy 


irst Dear Thing 
read what I write to Jac k. 
Second Ditto—W hy so? 

F. D. T.—Why, I just write him an ordinary 

newsy letter, and when I get towards the end, 


We'll say that it 
They are out in 
She is still knitting, same 
Suddenly she gets clever. 


is summer 
a canoe 
as last winter. 


Smiling, she looks overboard. 


“Oh,” she cries pret- ser A I head it in big letters: 
tily, “I’ve dropped a = Aas Private, and then write 
stitch!” what I really want to say. 


She gazes perplexedly Gargoyle. 
at the water 
But he’s clever, too. 
“I suppose,”’ he grins, 
“you expect me to play 
purl diver.” —Sun Dial. 


Second Thought 

Wifey—On your way 
home, will you ask that 
girl at the store to— 


Hubby—You mean 

Loss Nominal that maiden with the blue 
First Sims Hallite—I eyes, blonde hair, ruby 
hear your pocket was lips, deep dimples and 


graceful carriage? 

W ifey—Oh, you needn't 
mind. I intended to go 
to town myself today. 


picked at the Temple last 
evening. Hard luck 
Second Inmate It 


wasn't as bad as it might 


have been. I was only Froth. 
going to pay a bill with 
it.—Orange Peel You Know 
“Please couldn’t you 
Yes give me one of your 
Coatroom boy (eagerly) bronze buttons?” 


(R.O.T.C. clips it.) 
‘Right from over my 
heart to you.” 
rd (Maiden grabs it.) 
“Baby has got to 
you know.” —Purple Cou 


Check anything Sir? 
Crusty gentleman 
Yes Your en- 
thusiasm.—J ester 


(pass- 


ing by 





The Location cut those eye teeth, 


M ichael—Y is, mum, I wuz in the charge but 


Bright Devices 


Old Lady—Were you incapacitated? R. O. T. C. Man—Did you set the alarm at 
Michael—No, mum, I was in Flanders.— 6:30 for me, Jim? 
Jack-o’-Lantern Civilian Roomie—I certainly did 


R. O. T. C. Man—But the lever is on 
That’s About All “Silent.” 
? “yal C. R.—Yes, I know it. 


disturb me when it goes off! 


That’s so it won’t 


Record. 


7 _ 


Two of a Kind 
came out of a department store 
One was Scotch and the other 
anything either.—.Vebraska 


Two men 
| the other day. 

hadn’t bought 
| Awgwan. 


Whi 








Bald So Young 
Rub Dandruff and 
Itching with 


Cuticura Ointment 


Shampoo With Caticura Soap 
each. 


iN. Drugs 4 : nt. Taicum S50. 
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FoLMER 


—Princeton 











“Eyes Left.” Tiger 





























July 20, 1918 





of the noblest names 
f se toome ths ! ’ A 
tl ve beginnin f the ld 
of the Anglo-Saxon 
HENRY Iv 
p r n is & Id as th t I is 
tu t period t terrible relig he 
16th Cent 
CALRANSER THE GREAT 
Caesar as a colossal ge 1¢ of 
s prodig 
CLEOPATRA 
A roval ampir cursed th a bea a 
the ind sing of herself and all with whom s C 
PETER THE GREAT 
~~ rhe Se the type of in 1 
MARY aueen OF scoTs 
tic fig AFFAIRES (’' AMOUR 
* er subjucte und h lf t courts Europe in 
hot water 
WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR 
NO OTHER BOOKS LIKE THEM tee aay BAe , 
made a dream come true 
NERO 
seus’ Copel & testing Me n of th 
nfl t lity on character 
MARIE ANTOINETTE 
y Hictor The br auf ctim of the French Revolution yne 
mE > most charming It nierstood hg ur 
JOSEPHINE 
he inspiration of Na 1 i t 
ywer; discarded and di ” i when tort 
cyrus THE GREAT 
x wy reads like a tale from t A n 
HANNIBAL 
ingen taal ginian general lacabl 
DARIUS THE GREAT 
% in monarch of Old 7 tament fa t! 
lern of t ancien 











Like the H 
itic il] ( 
himself ( i 

He ra ( 
I: my} ire 
end dic i 
away 


NERO AT THE BURNING OF ROME 


4800 Pages—Large, Clear Type 


6 Volumes—-Each Volume 8 x 5 





Remarkable Characters All 
JULIUS CAESAR 
Ruler, statesr 


and fascinating inter 
QUEEN ELIZABETH 
I oman wl made |} l i M 
Seas — hy 80 ved 
ary autocracy 


ALFACO THE ‘GREAT 
« bne 


XERXES 
Mightiest ¢ 


In him Nat 
late p| e I 
i - CC 
i ter Wa 

Ré¢ the I 

it ] 


volumes of the 


Extra Heavy Paper 
, Inches 
48 Full-Page Illustrations in Sepia 


| 1116 Brunswick Building. New York City 
=, 


The Diversions of a 
Royal Degenerate 


MATRICIDE- FRATRICIDE—UXORICIDE 
INCENDIARY MOUNTEBANK-- BUFFOON! 


be this monster in human form would exhau 
] 1 } 

rime. Yet he was absolute monarch of neat 
( vho set the a fire, and system 

( ( Ictlol ot ¢ ization he imagine 


| attainment. 


d vice, making the Roman 


( ( ( crime an 
} cities, and cheating Vengean e at the 
hat so splendid a genius should have to pa 


1 } 1 _ ] * ] en 
to have done her worst, and conspired Wit! 


roduct on an eminence so exalted that all men 


] 


t a iste! he Wa capable ot engendering 
the slavish followers of imperialism 
| ( » pregnant with lessons for the pre 
rvelous and true stories told in the 16 


tal | lition of 


Famous Characters of History 


Rich Cloth Binding 








immediate response to this Intr ctor fer es not promise 


purpose 


MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 
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$13 ++ rate of § 
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American 


Chain @mpany. Inc. 


Bridgeport.Connecticut 
In Canada DOMINION CHAIN CO.,Ltd. Niagara Falls,Ontario. 


“Goodness, Daddy! 





It’s Child’s Play to Operate It 


Simply a few easy pulls on its chain lifts 
or lowers the heaviest car while you stand 
erect. Up or down—there’s no labor. 


To operate a Weed Chain-Jack it is not necessary to get down 
in a cramped, strained position and grovel in mud, grease or 
dust under a car to work a “handle” that is apt to fly up with 
unpleasant results. To lift a car with the Weed Chain-Jack, 
simply give a few easy pulls on its endless chain while you 
stand erect—clear from springs, tire carriers and other projec- 
tions. To lower a car pull the chain in opposite direction. 


Never gets out of order. Gears and chain wheel protected 
by a stamped-steel housing. Chain heavily plated to prevent 
rusting. Has a strong cap, providing the kind of support 
from which an axle will not slip, while a broad base prevents 
the jack from upsetting on uneven roads. Quickly adjusted to 
any required height by lifting the screw and spinning the cor- 
rugated “collar” shown in the illustration. Try it yourself— 
you will never be satisfied with any other jack. 


10 Days’ Trial 


lt your dealer does not have them, send $7.50 for any size for pleasure cars or 
$15 Ov for the Truck size, and we will send you one, all charges prepaid For 
elivery in Canada send $8.50 for any size for pleasure cars or $16.00 for the 
lruck size ry it 10 days If not satistied, return it to us and we will refund 
our money 





MADE IN FOUR SIZES 








7 Height When Height When Height When Raised . 
Size Lowered Raised With Aux. Step Up Price 
8inch | 8inches | 12% inches 1442 inches $ 7.50 
10 inch | Winches | 15% inches 17% inches 75 
12 inch 12 inches | 18% inches| No Aux. Step 7.50 
12 in.Truck; 12 inches | 19% inches; No Aux. Step 15.00 











The 8 inch and 10 inch sizes are made with an aux- 
iliary step as illustrated. When in operative position 
this step adds two inches to the height of the jack. 














You’re Slow—The Car is Already Jacked Up!” 


Weed Chain-Jack 






The Jack 
That Saves 
Your Back 
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